Prose (Creative Writing, Term 4) 
“<The Free City of Port Frangis” 

It was quite a perfect spot if one wanted 
isolation. The island lay southwest of the mainland on 
cold, dry waters. Rain hardly ever fell. Even worse, 
the southern tip of the island had several smoldering 
volcanoes; never erupting, but constantly pumping 
fumes into the ever less breathable air. The sound of 
hammers mining deafened the ears and the smoke of 
the mountain blinded the eyes, yet it was all 
everybody had known since before last Lammas. It 
was here that, in the mines below and workshops 
above, a rebellion was brewing. 

A note reaches the men underground. The 
rowers get alerted to a meeting that was going to 
occur. The leaders discuss the talking points among 
themselves. All the men knew what was coming. It 
was now evening and those who were invited sat 
around a massive fire, and as Ersal got done talking 
with the water boy, every eye was on the commander. 

“My fellow men,” he began, “It has been one 
year since we threw off the shackles of the company 
and pledged our allegiance to the rebellion. In return 
for freedom, we promised them our resources. I think I 
speak for everyone here when I say that the past year 
has been a rousing success and going forward, we will 
continue to work here and support our brethren across 
the strait. Tonight, or tomorrow really, is when we 
begin a new stage of our lives. We all know that this 
régime is not one that cares for its people. It abandons 
them; it throws them to the road, it throws them into 
jail, it throws them into wars overseas. Tonight is 
when we join Zann and his men in their fight. Tonight 
is when we first deliver to them the fruits of our 
labors.” 

From the varied gesture of his arms to the 
deliberate enunciation of his tongue, his vigor 
captured his audience. In the commander’s words, 
Ersal remembered his mother and father, who spent 
their whole life working their lives away in the 
company towns, barely seeing him for an hour a day. 

The commander stepped away from the fire 
and motioned to him, Ersal, to give a broad outline of 
the plan of attack that would take place two days from 
now. The stout youth stood up , calling the attention of 
the crowd. He explained to them that they were going 
to sail north, up to Rowell’s Door and its choppy 
waters on the tip on the island. And from there, across 
the strait before turning south again to a small beach. 
The receiving group would, by the time they arrive, 
have a fire on. 


* * * * 


The water glistened under the light of the full 
moon, barely a breeze or a cloud was in the air. The 
wind was dead and the men in the back had been 
rowing without rest. Ersal thought of the stark 
difference between his lives. As a civil servant of his 
city, his duty was mainly relegated to routine customs 
checks; the whole job was a bore. All the while, he 
worked long hours while getting paid very little; 
somehow that was one of the most wanted jobs for 
dozens of miles around. It was no surprise that a 
rebellion seemed enticing, and now here he was, ina 
rowboat in the middle of the sea. It seemed wrong to 
sleep while they toiled, he whiled away in his cabin 
reading Mr. Benjamin Geser’s report on Rowell’s 
Door, but eventually he gave in to his stupor...... 


““Bones in the Well” 

“Burning the midnight oil are we, Alfred?” Will 
groggily asked as he walked in on him in study 
pouring over papers in the middle of the night. 
“You’ve been staying up for almost half a week now, 
what’s got you troubled?” 

“Oh, you know, it’s that one damn case from 
five years ago,” he said. “The one with the bones in 
that well.” This case had eaten him up and left him 
answerless. Alfred would never forget it. 

“Why’re you obsessing over something from 
five years ago? Did they find something you missed?” 

“No, but I ran into ol’ Patterson at the fair a 
couple days ago and he brought it up; I also ran into 
that, Mr Afon, but that’s beside the point. I just 
laughed it off, but he planted a little seed in my mind 
and now that plant won’t let me sleep.” 

“Well, you have fun, I’m going back to be—” 

“Tt started when Patterson called me because 
when he was drawing water out of the well and he 
found a bone in his pail. He tossed it out and got 
another pail. Another tiny body part...” 


As Alfred started rambling about the history of 
his case in that way he did when he desperately 
needed sleep, Will realized that he was the rubber 
duck in friend’s debugging. Will knew better than to 
interrupt this process. This was, after all, a semi- 
regular occurrence for his housemate. 

«..in his well,” Alfred continued. “When I 
went to his homestead, I asked him about the well and 
he said he didn’t know much. His great-grandfather 
had built it all those decades ago. The question is how 
did those body parts get into the groundwater? Perhaps 
a cave system? Who knows! What’s absolutely bizarre 
is that there were no missing persons, no reports, no 
important deaths at all, so whose body found its way 


there? As for what deaths there were, their bodies were 
all accounted for and buried in the next few months. 
The coroner and the funeral home assured me of that. 
There was a body that washed up on a riverbank in 
Menakee, but that’s roughly fifty miles northwest of 
here. Nice hotel, I stayed there once. I ruled it as 
unconnected, but what if it wasn’t? Somebody should 
really do a geographical survey of this area, especially 
underground...” 

He went on in this manner, bringing up 
problems and proposing solutions and circling around 
to the same few points. William’s warm milk got cold. 
For the better part of an hour Alfred babbled before 
Will finally interrupted him, “Alf, it’s nearly three. In 
the morning. Get some sleep.” 

“Ts it really that late? I guess I better hit the 
sack,” Alfred said. 

“Great. You better wake up before ten 
otherwise you’re not getting breakfast.” 

And so, Alfred left all the papers and maps 
strewn about on his table as he cozied up with a good 
book, an old habit. It was a Lovecraft book; he was at 
the part where Ward’s doctor climbs down the hatch. 
Alfred was fast asleep, loudly snoring, before the good 
doctor even had a chance to drop his flashlight. 


“Strange Stars” 

It was that time of year when snake oil salesmen of the 
sky variety would have you believe that Helios was on 
his merry way up after having triumphantly crossed 
into the territory of Jason’s most wanted. The earthy 
smell of petrichor was spread through the air, though 
the constant rains confined people in their homes. For 
their spring break, Hana and her friends had decided to 
go hiking a bit north of James’ grandparents’ house in 
Vermont. 

Perhaps it was a bad idea, she thought, to go 
hiking in northern Vermont over spring break. After 
all, even though Hana didn’t care about Easter, her 
friends had families to visit and spend time with. That 
was their call though, and they were here. Or rather, 
they were somewhere and she was lost in the woods. 
Lost in the woods with James after the two had 
decided to go up ahead. 

“We even tried calling them, thanks for that, 
high quality cell coverage,” Hana muttered under her 
breath. “All we have to do is just retrace our steps and 
we should be good... but as if that’s ever worked.” 

“Hey, cheer up. We’ve already eaten and if it 
gets dark we’ve got a flashlight. People hike here all 
the time, there’s got to be a path out and rangers and 
patrols—” 


“James, you hear that?” Hana interrupted him. 

“Hear what?” 

It was the sort of quiet so thorough the brain 
craves stimulation. No wing beat, no bird chirped, no 
wind blew, no foot stepped. They stood in the middle 
of the woods, listening for something, anything, but 
nothing came. 

Then, lightly, little by little the rains came 
pouring down; their clothes became patchworks of 
dark and bright, of wet and dry. The air followed the 
water and blew furiously, sending them dashing 
downhill, desperate for escape. The elements kept 
pace with them, speeding up as they did, pursuing 
them from all directions. Perhaps the only place on 
Earth that the weather on that fateful day matched was 
India during the summer monsoons. 

In their mad dash, they came across an 
imposing, thankfully leafed, tree which was about as 
useful as a perfectly vertical slab of rock but was still 
better than nothing. As soon as they sat under the tree, 
James quipped “May better have more flowers than all 
of Holland.” He was trying to lighten the mood, but 
Hana wasn’t listening. She was curled up beside the 
trunk, on the brink of tears, and yet determined to not 
cry. 

This was all her fault. She must’ve been 
staring at the stars too much and on the path too little. 
It was just like a decade ago, she thought. Back when 
her fourth grade class had taken a camping trip. 
During a nighttime activity, she made the mistake of 
looking at the sky and was immediately enthralled by 
the stars in all of their unpolluted beauty. Being born 
and raised in the city, middle of downtown, the most 
she had only ever been able discern was the Big 
Dipper, Cassiopeia, the frame of Orion’s body and 
Sirius. And that was on a good night. It turned out, 
however, that the sky looked very different in reality. 
She was so transfixed that she planted her feet into the 
ground and her group moved on without her. She 
hadn’t noticed until the teacher whose group she 
wound up joining didn’t call her name. Stupid! It got 
you lost back then and it got you lost again! 

It was that trip that engendered in her an 
unquenchable thirst for space, and when her family 
moved out of the city a few years later, she begged her 
parents for a telescope. She observed several objects, 
saw planets up close, looked upon the Pillars of 
Creation between the Giant’s legs and upon the horse 
in his belt too. She learned the constellations by heart. 

It seems as though the storm that threw them 
under a tree went as quickly as it had appeared and the 
sky cleared up soon after. Hana stared at the sky again, 
she couldn’t get more lost than this. As her eyes 


scanned up and down, left and right, a sense of unease 
crept over her. Her eyes dashed hither and thither as 
her mind calculated like sailors of old. When she 
realized just how wrong it all was, it was then that true 
dread took her. 

“Hey, James,” she said to him. “Can you see 
any constellations out tonight?” 

“T mean, I’m not really the best with that, but I 
could probably spot a few,” he said back. “Well since 
we’re in the northern hemisphere, Ursa Major should 
be right up there.” He raised his arm to point to a point 
vaguely high in the sky, but slowly retracted it when 
he too felt something wrong. “Then again, I’m not the 
best.” 

“Okay, can you at least point to the Moon?” 
Hana pressed. 

“Well, of course, it’s right there.” 

When he saw that the Moon wasn’t in the sky, 
he thought it must be a new moon, his mind ready to 
find a way out of here. His short comment about the 
new moon was, however, all it took for Hana to launch 
into a lecture. 

“James, you have to go find chocolate eggs 
with your baby cousins in two days; there was a full 
moon in the past week! But no, you saw it too right? 
How the stars were completely wrong? To put it 
shortly, since Easter’s in a few days, the sun must be at 
least an hour in meaning that we should see stars at 
thirteen hours at night. Opposite of Pisces is Virgo, but 
that’s too low to be at zenith. North of Virgo is Ursa 
Major, and at this time of year and at this latitude, its 
handle stars or leg stars should be exactly overhead. 
But they’re not. And neither is the entire Bear or 
Casseiopia or Polaris! None of them! And I know you 
saw it, the Moon’s disappeared! 

“Basically, we really are midway on our path 
in life,” she finished, leaving James dumbfounded. He 
didn’t understand half of what she had said, but it was 
true, he had felt something deeply wrong too. He just 
nodded his head up and down. 

Just as they were beginning to comprehend 
what had just happened, a rush of water swelled 
behind the trees across the path from them. 

“The rain must’ve flooded a brook,” James 
began. “And since neither the sky or the road is of any 
help, we need to follow that stream downstream. You 
know, like they say in those survival and adventure 
books for kids.” 

“So quick witted, but I guess you’re right.” 
she said. 

With their path resolved, they ventured 
forward, through thicket and branches, toward that 
brook. 


““Frog in his Pond” 

Today is a quite calm day. The pond is still and the sky 
is a sunlit tapestry of blue skies and puffy white 
clouds. A frog sits lazily on a lotus leaf, ribbiting away 
in peace. As the sun gets lower and lower in the sky, 
peeking from behind the trees, the air chills. Free from 
the midday heat, it’s at this time that all manner of 
bugs and critters come out of the woodwork. Flies 
being no exception. 

While some flies are flying over the pond, the frog 
sees them. He gets a glint in his eyes. He spies out a 
straggler who was well behind the rest of the group, 
though it was still flying high. He readies his tongue, 
he tenses his legs, and whoa! he leaps into the air. The 
fly, ever seeing, dodges the attempt on its life and 
furiously beats its wings higher into the sky. 


As he missed his target, he sank like a child cannon- 
balling from a ten-foot-high diving board. His fall 
disturbed the surface like a bed sheet being shaken. 
The frog climbed back onto his lotus leaf, drenched 
but fine. There would be another fly riding the cool 
evening air. 


“Sunshine of My Eyes — Edward’s Recollection” 
It’s a strange thing, really. One day, she’s just another 
classmate in a sea of hundreds and the next, she’s the 
most perfect thing in the world. 

It was almost seven years ago, eighth grade if 
I recall correctly, when I was sitting in geometry class. 
One day, as I was working away on my proofs and 
theorems, I got bored, as would anyone when put in 
that situation. I put my pencil down, stretched my 
arms, turned my head and that’s when I saw her. I 
mean, really saw her. Her silky smooth sandy blonde 
hair, her bright eyes, her smile and her laugh that hits 
you right in the heart. How she was so invested in her 
work while sitting with her friends enraptured me. You 
know that feeling when you’re really anxious and your 
stomach just liquefies? It was like that except that it 
was the complete opposite of anxiety. I felt elated, but 
also confused. It was a feeling I’d never felt before. 
For the rest of class and the bus ride home, all I could 
think about was her. She occupied every nook and 
cranny in my mind. 

The next day, the classes that used to be 
favorites, like English or Science, suddenly became 
slogs I was forced to push through and Geometry, that 
accursed realm of shapes and angles, suddenly became 
heaven. Simply because Amy was there. This pattern, 
though not as strictly, went on for about a month, and 
in that time, I made no advances. My big break, or at 
least a break, came when about eight of us were 


assigned to a group project. It was me, James, Amy, 
and some of our friends, but they’re not as relevant to 
the story. I forget the details, but apparently it was an 
important project since we had a group chat for our 
group. 

In time, our group chat went the way of all 
group chats and it quickly lost all relevance to its 
original purpose. One time, someone said she was a 
“queen.” A pretty harmless phrase, but there’s always 
that one person who finds the need to be annoying and 
they asked that if she’s a queen, then who’s the king? 
This rebuttal was met with a whole lengthy argument 
about British royal succession law, because of course, 
there’s currently no king over there. It was through 
this that I got my first, though minor, glimpse into her 
interests: she was an anglophile! Of course I knew 
some things about England, but this simple fact made 
me dive so much deeper. I found myself looking into 
monarchical history, Norman castles and somehow 
into the Seofonrice too. I found out she was on the 
swim team, and that she was really good too. I found 
out that her mother was a teacher at another school in 
the district and that her father used to be in 
manufacturing of some sort. I don’t know how much 
she found out about me. Looking back, I doubt she 
even cared. 

I cared very much, though, and as a month 
turned to several, I began to care more. As the class 
went on, and as my secret began to fester, I grew 
delusional. Surely, my logic went, if some other boy is 
getting a bit too close to her (as I interpreted it), they 
must be after her in spite of me. Flawless! Caleb being 
her partner for one assignment could only mean that 
the two were flirting. Joe asking her help on a tough 
problem engendered mistrust. James stealing Amy’s 
pencil and her trying to get it back and him running 
around? They were practically together. Soon, it 
extended to people that didn’t even interact with her. 
In my lowest moment, I even thought John, that shy, 
asocial lad who happened to play the piano extremely 
well was getting it on with her. I even volunteered for 
the carnations thing we did back on Valentine’s Day, 
just to see if she had any. To say the least, my 
frustrations got really bad. 

One weekend, sometime in March, I went to 
the pool. All winter, I was locked inside, prevented 
from getting any meaningful exercise. Now that the 
snow was melting and summer- time was nigh, I 
began the transition to being outside more often. I 
went into the locker room, changed, showered, went 
out on the deck and that’s when I saw her again. For 
far too long, I’d taken my crush as granted and 
completely forgotten why I’d gotten it in the first 


place. Even with her face hidden behind goggles and 
her hair behind a cap, her grace still captured me. She 
moved so effortlessly, with such carriage and manner, 
as though she was a fish and this was her ocean. 

While I tried to swim laps in the shallow end, 
often interrupted by balls and mats and children, I saw 
how she easily dove twelve feet down and up again in 
a single breath. How she tucked her body in and 
pushed off the edge in a heartbeat. And again, I saw 
the diligence she put into her craft, since clearly these 
exercises were for always improving her swimming to 
go to regionals and to state and beyond. Even though I 
still was dumb enough not to let my tongue slip, I saw 
events for what they really were and not as some 
conniving scheme a random guy was performing for 
the sole purpose of depriving me of her. Soon, those 
late night, half-asleep fantasies of meeting her, her 
parents, going on dates and all the rest came back 
fresh. 

It had now been over a quarter of a year and I, 
being an embarrassed fool, hadn’t told anyone about 
my unquenchable crush on Amy, not even the girl 
herself. That all changed when one day in April, me 
and my family went to another state for our family 
friend’s baby’s first birthday. We arrived in the 
afternoon, while the sky was overcast and the ground 
was dry. While the adults talked about hotel 
franchising and automotive jobs or something, I was 
playing with their older children in the basement. We 
chased each other through the unfinished rooms, and I 
almost tripped over their balls. Several times. While 
on the basketball court, a small room with very little 
room to maneuver with a basket in one corner, I 
blocked any and all attempts of the little boy ever 
getting a basket with my sheer height. I lost to the girl 
while playing table tennis because she kept making up 
new rules. After a certain point, you just can’t argue 
with that. It was dark when we were called up to cut 
cake and eat dinner, both of which were mouth- 
wateringly delicious. It was then however, that our 
fortune turned. Water burst from the clouds with force 
akin to that of a waterfall. Seeing, much less driving, 
through this downpour across state lines back home 
would have been impossible. Our family friends quite 
graciously let us stay the night at their house. They 
had a spare bedroom, after all, and when better to use 
that than now. 

I couldn’t sleep that night and there being 
nothing I could do, I got my phone and started texting 
people. James was the only one who responded 
because, like me, he had no conception of a sleep 
schedule. We talked, back and forth, about what I was 
doing and what he was doing. I told I was stuck here 


and he was nervous about his upcoming soccer meet. 
He then changed the topic to truth or dare, and so we 
began playing. Since it was night and none of us could 
do a dare, we always picked truth. The questions were 
too normal at first, things like “Coke or Pepsi?” And 
then, out of nowhere, James dropped a massive one on 
me: “Who. Do. You. Like?” 

If I lied, it would no doubt sow the seeds of 
more interest and rumor. If I denied having a crush on 
anyone, my tongue would slip one of these days. If I 
told the truth, it could lead to me having a chance. So I 
told him, I told him I had a massive, heart-throbbing 
crush on Amy Newan. “Ed, don’t worry. I won’t tell 
anyone,” he said and just went on to the next talking 
point. His nonchalant reaction to my ‘confession’ 
made me think. Clearly, through his attitude, I can tell 
he’s not interested in her. And if that’s true, then none 
of the others were, and I was just being ridiculously 
paranoid. And if no one really does care, then what’s 
keeping me from freeing my chest of this burden? 
Sheer embarrassment? The fear of getting told ‘no’ in 
front of everybody? Whatever it was, I didn’t think too 
long before deciding that going to bed is a far better 
option than introspection. 

Over the drive home the next morning, I saw 
James’ value as the link between me and her since he 
was still active in the chat and I had long since muted 
it because that sort of environment just wasn’t for me. 
Because the laws of the universe are cruel, I only had 
one class together with Amy, and because of my being 
in Band class, our lockers weren’t anywhere close. To 
make up for this, I got to work getting close with her 
friends. Jordan was a massive bookworm, she could 
read through a whole novel of five hundred pages in 
just a few sittings. I had recently gotten into this really 
fascinating sci-fi series and it just so happened that her 
little brother was reading the same series as me. We 
ended up getting in a reading competition and he 
ended up winning because Jordan had already read it 
in its entirety and had all the books at home. This 
strategy, unsurprisingly, went nowhere. I would have 
tried the same trick with Clara, another friend, but I 
couldn’t. She and Amy were both on the swim team 
and went way back, and she and I had no clear 
interests in common. I even once tried to make a 
beachhead of someone in the debate club. All the 
while, as I was being an idiot, at lunch, James was 
sitting at our table less and less and at Brynn’s table 
more and more. 

In time, May came and went. Eighth grade 
ended and the summer began. I still hadn’t mustered 
up the courage to tell anyone, though a few of my 
friends did find out, forced from my mouth through 


endless bugging. In place of texts, I turned to social 
media and followed many people from school, and 
they followed back. It was a normal thing, nothing 
special. It was through Amy’s Instagram that I found 
out so many more things. So many posts of summer 
vacations, of cruises in the Caribbean and beaches in 
the Bahamas. Later on, photos of her in New York, on 
Broadway, watching a musical I liked too. I was 
introduced to the musical, one about the Aeneid from 
Lavinia’s perspective, from Band where we played a 
medley of its songs. I fell in love with it and listened 
to the album on repeat so many times, I could sing 
along to every single song perfectly. It would have 
been a perfect opening for me to start a conversation 
with her, over a common obsession, and yet, the name 
of the game was “not taking obvious opportunities” 
and I was going to play. 

Summer came and summer went and not a 
thing had changed. It was a new year, new school and 
I wanted to present a new me. The laws of the 
universe were still cruel however, and Amy and I had 
no classes in common this term, so when I found out I 
had Study Hall with her, my heart started palpitating 
like it had all those months ago. My courage faltered 
and I tried, horribly, to strike up conversation about 
swimming or that musical or the Royal Family. But I 
still hadn’t learned that just sharing common interests 
isn’t enough to make friendship or even a relationship. 

So I existed in that state between complete 
denial and unabashed adoration for a good week 
before it was announced that homecoming would be 
on the last Friday of September and at that point, there 
were only two weeks left. That day I texted James, 
“James. Do. You. Think. I. Should. Tell. Amy?” I 
wasn’t originally planning on asking her to 
homecoming, as I thought that would be way too far 
way too quickly, but James talked me into it, saying “I 
would probably, It’s the perfect opportunity. She 
doesn’t have a date.” 

“Really?” I asked, “Alright, I might.” 

“For sure, man,” he replied. 

“T’ll do it. It’ll probably go horribly, but I'll 
try,” I said, making up my mind right then and there. 

“Good luck. I hope she says ‘yes’ someway or 
another,” he reassured me. 

It took me a while to get around to texting 
Amy because we were out of town on that weekend, 
but on the ride back, I sent a humble “Hi Amy.” I 
would say it was better than most of previous 
interactions, I asked her what she liked and also talked 
about myself more than I had before too. I told her 
about that homecoming marching show that I would 
be playing at in the drum line. She couldn’t make it, a 


swim team practice I think. I was curious, did she like 
any sports beside swimming? So I asked her, knowing 
that she was a massive baseball fan, I can’t remember 
which team, and got the exact response I was waiting 
for. In response to that, I brought up cricket, knowing 
she liked that, frankly, not-good island. That went 
nowhere. So I changed the topic, what did she like 
beside sports? 

“Sushi, sleep, pink, and pillows,” she replied. 

I remembered back to elementary school when 
I lived in a college town full of Asian immigrants. 
Even though there were only a few in my third grade 
classroom, everybody there had said they loved sushi. 
So one time, when my grandparents were visiting, we 
went out to a local sushi place and I almost threw up. I 
tried hard to palate it but, in the end, my grandpa was 
forced to finish what we’d ordered. 

“T tried sushi once,” I said, “Once!” 

“Did you like it?” she asked. 

“No, never went to a Japanese restaurant 
again. I don’t like Japanese tea either, it’s all just hot 
water,” I retorted. 

She said she absolutely adored the tea as well 
and said that her dad brings back Japanese tea 
whenever he gets back from business meetings in East 
Asia. I found out he used to be in manufacturing, but 
now designs products and displays. She mentioned 
how he brought back five- hundred dollar sunglasses 
for free. With all this talk of Japan, I thought to ask if 
she liked anime. She didn’t really seem the type, but it 
was worth a shot. The answer was a resounding ‘no.’ 

At this point, we had arrived back home 
yesterday and the sun had long set so when she 
stopped talking I assumed she had better things to do 
and let it be. It was that day that James texted “Are 
you texting Amy?” to check up on me. As I went to 
bed, all those late night, half-asleep fantasies were 
strong as ever and it was in this state that I decided she 
was just busy and would get back to me soon enough 
and everything would be alright. Tomorrow was 
Tuesday and I still hadn’t heard back from Amy. 
James checked up on me again, but this time I 
responded by saying, “I think her phone’s been on 
silent since this morning.” And that was when the 
week of hell began. James said he got three messages 
from her, so I knew something was up. Refusing to 
accept the possibility that Amy wanted nothing to do 
with me, I, in a fit of unprecedented desperation, asked 
her. 

“Amy, I got a question,” I began, “I don’t 
know if it’s too late to ask, or if it’s already been 
asked, but I had to ask at some point. Amy, would you 
go to homecoming with me?” 


“Edward, I would like to, but I already have a group 
and made plans with them,” she said. 

My heart sank like a stone deeper than I thought it 
ever could. “That’s totally fine. Enjoy homecoming,” I 
said back. But I wasn’t fine. I sought James for advice, 
as I had been since April. I sent a frown and told him 
that I asked Amy but she couldn’t go to homecoming 
with me because she had other plans. After a good five 
minutes of consoling, he suggested I should ask her to 
be my girlfriend upfront, after she had already turned 
me down. No way, I thought, but then again, she did 
say if she hadn’*t already had plans, she would’ve gone 
with me. James said I should go to homecoming 
anyway and ask Amy for a dance. I was intrigued, and 
since I had never been, I was itching to see what a 
highschool party was like. The upped stakes also 
meant that, if I was ever to ask her to be my girlfriend, 
I would need to keep talking to her. 

“You need to keep texting Amy everyday if 
you’re going to ask her out. Random questions are 
perfect, just any conversation works,” James advised 
me. 

“T know,” I said, “That’s basically what I was 
doing on Sunday, but badly. I can do better than 
Sunday.” 

“T bet she will talk about it later in Study Hall 
tomorrow,” James quipped, “You know, I was sleeping 
but then thought about you. Get some sleep, good 
night.” 

“Good night,” I said. Nearly everything he 
suggested made sense, of course I needed to talk to 
Amy more but I couldn’t bring myself to do such a 
thing. I didn’t talk to her for the rest of the week. 

For two days afterward, I was angry. Angry at 
myself for messing up, again and again. For being 
weak and not bringing forth the courage to tell her. 
This whole ordeal could have ended or truly begun 
months ago, potentially even last year, had I just been 
somewhat competent. I wasn’t (and still am not) the 
type to do any physical harm to myself but verbal 
smack was not out of the question. For two days, there 
was no shortage of “idiots” and “stupids” flying 
around in my head. By Friday, all this contemplation 
of alternate realities of better outcomes drove me to 
stand in line for a solid thirty minutes, missing half my 
lunch period, just to buy a ticket to homecoming. I 
gave the lady in the office fifteen dollars and she gave 
me one of those numbered raffle tickets from the rolls 
you can find in any department store. I didn’t spend 
that money for nothing, I was determined to go. To 
have fun and to dance with Amy. 

After school, I had to get ready for the 
halftime field show our marching band was doing. We 


went out to practice on the other field and at ten 
minutes to the end of the second quarter, we lined up 
at our spots. The game seemed to drag on forever, the 
last ten second being equivalent to hours. But our time 
came, we marched out and through snow and hail, we 
played our songs that we had spent so much time 
preparing for. After the show was done, uniforms 
packed up and instruments put away, I went home. I 
texted Amy for the first time in days asking if she was 
at the show. I remember she’d said she would miss it. 
But instead, she was there and loved our show. That 
was good to know. 

At last, Saturday came. It was a bright, 
cloudless night and the full moon was slowly 
ascending. The Swan was high in the sky, flying 
through the river. I was in black sneakers and ill-fitting 
formal-wear bought cheaply from Walmart. I knew 
nothing about these clothes; I didn’t care for shirts, 
undershirts, vests or long or short sleeves. I just put on 
whatever and went. At the dark hour of 8 P.M., the 
school looked very different. Entrances mixed and got 
lost. North became South, East became West. I went 
‘round and ‘round struggling to find the entrance to 
the dance. I eventually found the big entrance and got 
in line to be admitted into the gym. 

I looked around and saw everyone had come 
with someone: their partner, their friend, some random 
person, but still someone. I handed my ticket to the 
person sitting at the table and timidly walked into the 
dark gym. It was night black, helped by the masses of 
people blocking the lights near the DJ. The music was 
blasting at a volume I had never experienced before 
for long, and certainly never willingly experienced. 
The majority of the people were dancing away in the 
middle of the gym, though there were a few people 
just hanging around at the edge, talking with their 
friends. For ten minutes at least, I couldn’t see 
anything except vague dark outlines. As I floundered 
about, from this edge of the gym to that edge, 
searching for Amy, I ran into Nick. He was a year 
above me and he was at homecoming with Martha, 
Amy’s older sister. He offered me some sage advice, 
as he did often, which was to just have fun and test the 
waters. Don’t do anything you don’t want to do and 
don’t push yourself. 

I also ran into James, and Brynn, who asked 
me if I’d found Amy yet. “No,” I said, “but I’m 
looking.” I spent an hour fake dancing through the 
place, just to get a glimpse of her. Though I did get a 
glimpse of her, here and there, those would honestly 
rival grainy photos of Bigfoot in terms of fleetingness. 
At this point, a sense of defeat washed over me. I was 
tired, I was sweating, I was hungry. I’d come here to 


find my girl and couldn’t even get a moment while 
James and Nick were here with their girlfriends. I was 
such a fool, a dumb fool, for ever coming here. Who 
did I think I was? I could never get her to dance with 
me, much less talk, when she was reveling with her 
group in a crowd in the dark gym. What was the 
point? Truth is, there never was, and I was blind from 
the start. 

In depression, I stopped dancing. I went to the 
doors, directly opposite the front, and left. I feigned 
going to the bathroom but, in reality, I was leaving the 
building. I knew the way home, I had walked it in day 
and night, in rain and snow. There wouldn’t be too 
many cars at this hour of the night. I headed out of the 
backside doors and started walking on the sidewalk. 
The moon was higher and brighter in the sky. A few 
more degrees with the sun and it would have been 
bright enough to drive by moonlight. 

On that long road home, my mind went crazy. 
“How fitting that I’m in Track,” I said to myself, “I’m 
only ever good at running away from things. Running 
away from confessing, running away from 
committing, running away from Amy. And to think I 
thought I was running toward her, the sunshine of my 
eyes.” I saw then that my love was like a band-aid left 
on for too long. Weathered day-in and day-out by life 
without any attention paid to it. What had meant to 
heal, to please, had now festered and began to itch; 
began to get wet and diseased. What should have been 
taken care of long ago was kept on, stubbornly, until it 
was peeled off and cast to the ground by a stiff wind. 

I crossed the street and started walking on the 
right-hand side of the big avenue that runs 
perpendicular to Main Street. I turned a corner and 
passed in front the Catholic Church, the only one in 
this town. I pondered that phrase ‘sunshine of my 
eyes’ for a while. “She’s sunshine, alright, a bit too 
much like the sun,” I uttered, voicing my thoughts 
half-aloud for the sleeping world to hear, “the Sun 
might be big and bright. It might light up your whole 
world and give you energy. It might completely 
change and better your mood, but it’s distant. The Sun 
is far away and so much bigger, too big to compare. 
You try to stare at it and you go blind. It’s a very one 
sided relationship too, with the Earth circling ‘round 
year after year while the Sun just sits there, too busy 
with other matters. 

“T looked at her like she was the sun, in that I 
never looked at her except in frustration and awe. I 
basked in her warmth, I complained when she was 
gone, but I never looked. Never shot my shot. On days 
she was muted, I complained. On days she was 
stronger, I hid. I never looked at her until she was 


leaving, until my chances were over, and in the beauty 
of the sunset, I wondered how I’d never seen her 
before. 

“Really, a good person you’d want to be with 
would be like the moon. Close and intimate, huge in 
your life. They’re similar to you, but not the same in 
that they complement you and you complement them. 
They stabilize your life and keep you from spiraling 
into the void. They’re bright and help you see, but you 
can look at them and be with them without going 
blind. Tidally locked...” 

As I walked under that low tree whose 
branches always hit me in the face, my phone rang. It 
was my mom. “How’s the dance going, honey?” she 
asked. 

“It’s going good, Mom,” I lied, “I’m having 
fun, the music’s great...” 

“T don’t hear any music,” she began. 

“Oh, that’s ‘cause I came out into the hallway, 
obviously. How else would I be able to hear you?” I 
answered, “So, what’s up?” 

“Oh, nothing much,” she started, “just 
checking in on you. Just call me before midnight and 
I’ll come pick you up in the East Lot.” 

“Thanks, Mom,” I said. 

“Goodbye! Have fun, sweety!” she ended. 

“Bye, Mom,” I said as I hung up and put my 
phone back in my pocket. 

God, what was I thinking! I was really about 
to let one girl ruin a night of dancing and music. So 
who cares if Amy said ‘no,’ that’s her choice. Could 
things have gone differently? Of course, but they 
hadn’t and I lived in this reality. I should make the 
best of it. I ducked under that one tree again and 
briskly walked up on the way I had just come down 
on; thank the Moon for letting me see. I turned the 
corner at the Church again, crossed the street, and 
walked on toward the school. When I got to the 
entrance, which I knew exquisitely from my previous 
dark wandering, there was no one there. That wasn’t a 
surprise, the dance had started hours ago and people 
generally aren’t that late. But I really do mean nobody 
was there, not even the ticket collectors. So I just 
slipped into the gym again and if anyone asked where 
I was for the last forty minutes, I told them I went to 
the bathroom a while ago and came back and they just 
didn’t see me. 

I arrived before the slow dance so there was 
still time for me to dance and have fun. Some time 
later, this junior named Jay came up and asked if I’d 
like to join his group of other juniors. They were all 
trombone players from Band and I, with no hesitancy, 
accepted. We danced together, from the back of the 


gym all the way to near the speakers. I thought my 
ears were getting fried, but I didn’t care. We moved 
through the crowd in a conga line, and I was even the 
leader for a while. We ran into groups and people who 
were happy to see me. Even though we didn’t even 
interact day-to-day at school, being there with other 
people who were happily busting their moves was 
exhilarating. After another hour, I got tired of nonstop 
dancing and eardrum blasting, so I went to go lean up 
against the wall. And that’s when I met Alexi. 

“Why aren’t you out there dancing?” I asked. 

“Uh, I- I don’t really want to...” she said. 

“Oh come on, it’s really fun. You don’t even 
need to be good at dancing, you just need to not care 
and do whatever you like.” 

I eventually talked into just coming with me, 
and Jay, out on the floor. While she was hesitant at 
first, she started moving to the music. It wasn’t good, 
but that didn’t matter. We made her the leader of our 
conga line going wherever she pleased. While Alexi 
was cutting our line through the crowds, I saw Amy in 
full. She was an ethereal gem in that tulip pink dress 
and with her hair done up. The way she danced was 
just like how she swam: so easily and effortlessly and 
with such high quality results. My heart still tugged at 
me. After all, how could I forget my mind’s focus for 
the past nine months? But I ignored that feeling. It’s 
time was over. 

Our time was cut short though, because the 
night was late and it was time for the slow dance. I 
couldn’t dance, neither could she, so we sat this one 
out on the bleachers. I looked left and right and saw 
that we were in good company. The first song the DJ 
put on was “Perfect.” That one stung especially deep 
for me, because ever since I was introduced to the 
artist by my cousin last summer, I got obsessed and 
listened to every song probably several hundred times. 
“Perfect” was such a romantic song and I always 
attached it mentally to Amy. But that didn’t matter 
either, I had my chance and my chance was up. It was 
better to let attempting stop at what cannot be 
attempted than to be destroyed on the lathe of 
emotion. 

While the two of us were sitting, we talked. I 
talked about how I’d come to see this girl, Amy, but 
that failed. She talked about how she moved here 
recently and I could tell she was very shy and very 
much in the shell. I took a look at the clock and didn’t 
forget to call my mom. The slow dance came and 
went, the homecoming kings and queens were 
crowned, dancing resumed. Alexi led the line again. 
Soon, the clocks struck midnight and the party was 
over. We went outside and boy was that refreshing. 


After four hours being cramped in a single gym full of 
loud music, dark lights, and hundreds of people 
moving about; after my clothes getting wet with sweat 
and my stomach getting empty with hunger, the 
outside was a blessing. With the moon overhead fully 
bright, the cool night air blew through my unkempt 
hair and through the fabric of my clothes, carrying 
away the heat and tiredness away with it. Alexi’s 
parents picked her up and after a few minutes, my own 
mom came to get me. 

The car ride home was silent: she wanted to 
sleep and so did I. I think I woke up at eleven the next 
morning. In the coming months, Alexi became one of 
my good friends and we even got serious once. 
Though that didn’t last, we still liked being around 
each other and that stayed consistent. High school 
came and high school went and we graduated. James 
went east to some university in Vermont. Alexi went to 
the west coast to pursue her creative dreams. 

I think the funniest thing is that, when I 
checked Amy’s social media long after we’d parted 
ways, several years in fact, she was posting about how 
Bill Gates was using vaccines to microchip the 
populous and about how it’s the immigrants’ fault her 
wages are bad and about how ‘the gays’ are most 
definitely going to hell. What I thought was me 
dodging perfect opportunities turned out to be me 
dodging one hell of a bullet. 


Poems (Creative Writing, Term 4) 

““Master Herder” 

A boy from Gont was he, 

who went to Roke to be 

a mage like Ogion, his master. 

The Runes he learned to read, 

it was no easy deed, 

but a learner there wasn’t faster. 

— from Ursula K. Le Guin’s A Wizard of Earthsea 


“J amp-lit, Lamb-lit” 

Late in the night, a dove rests on a freshly-beaten 
plowshare, 

and Yesterday, they said “don’t care, don’t dare.” 
Into the midday sun the red one went, 

and Now, they [will repent | to hell are sent. ] 


Sunless, moonless; no blood spills, 

and Then, spreads no ills. 

Sunless, moonless; bright is the Lamb-lit sky, 
and Tonight, no child will cry. 


Early in the day, the dove will wake, 
and Tomorrow, another day undertake. 


Notes to “Lamp-lit, Lamb-lit” 
In my mind, as I was lying awake on Friday/Saturday night, thinking of 
poem ideas, I compressed the feeling I wanted to convey into just four 
lines. But then I checked the assignment requirements, and then wrote six 
more lines. 
Line 1 has a few things going on. First, a dove is a classic, very-well 
known symbol of peace and thus introduces the main idea of the poem. The 
dove “resting” adds to this idea because rest is associated with peace and 
calmness. Second, the time being night introduces the symbol of the night 
being a good, peaceful thing connected to calm. Lastly, the freshly-beaten 
plowshare is a pretty obvious allusion to Isaiah 2:4 (and Micah 4:3) in 
which Isaiah has a vision of the Day of the Lord, where the nations stop 
warring and become peaceful. This is also the first of many allusions to the 
Bible. The relevant passage being 
He will judge between the nations, and will decide concerning many 
peoples; and they shall beat their swords into plowshares, and their 
spears into pruning hooks. Nation shall not lift up sword against 
nation, neither shall they learn war any more. (Isa. 2:4 WEB) 
The detail of the plow being freshly-beaten sets up the poem’s time scale: 
that of a few days. 
Line 2 uses “yesterday” to refer to our current time, before the time of the 
poem. Those who say those things are either against change and progress 
or just apathetic to the injustice in the world. 
Line 3 sets up the day and the day as a period of labor and activity (the 
opposite of night). The “red one” refers to Adam (and by association, 
humans in general), whose name comes from the Hebrew 07%, itself 
coming from 1727X, meaning “blood” or “red earth.” This of course refers 
to the Fall of Man into the harsh world outside the Garden. 
Line 4’s temporal adverb forms a pair with Line 2’s, showing a past- 
present comparison. Repent is also used here to say that only ending 
violence ends violence; reacting violently only makes more violence. 
Alternatively, it says that the cruel people who needlessly make people 
suffer are going to be sent to hell, because there’s just no reforming that. 
Line 5 starts the second stanza and also provides another setting detail. The 
world of the poem doesn’t have either a sun or a moon. This image is 
drawn from Revelation 21 in which John of Patmos has a vision of a new 
creation and a New Jerusalem where only good exists. God’s light is more 
than enough and hence, the lack of lights in the sky. In addition, spilling 
blood is a common image for violence and war. The ills in Line 6 are the 


product of that spilt blood; the never-ending cycle of violence and 
retribution. 
Line 7 has another image drawn from Revelation 21. In the chapter, God is 
the light and the Lamb is “the lamp.” The word lamb sounds similar to 
lamp and creates the image of a thing that’s usually small, a lamp, lighting 
the whole sky. This also relates to how small things can bring about 
massive change. 
Line 8 uses “to-night,” which contrasts with the “yester-day” from the 
previous stanza. The time period of the poem (to-) is a time of peace and 
the night is a symbol for calm and rest. It’s in this calm, peaceful time that 
children don’t cry. Children crying is usually a bad thing and the lack 
thereof signals the lack of such bad things. 
The Bible passages relevant to the second stanza are 
I saw a new heaven and a new earth: for the first heaven and the first 
earth have passed away, and the sea is no more. (Rev. 21:1) 
...He will wipe away from them every tear from their eyes. Death will 
be no more; neither will there be mourning, nor crying, nor pain, any 
more. The first things have passed away.” (Rev. 21:3) 
...I will give freely to him who is thirsty from the spring of the water 
of life. / He who overcomes, I will give him these things. I will be his 
God, and he will be my son. / But for the cowardly, unbelieving, 
sinners, abominable, murderers, sexually immoral, sorcerers, 
idolaters, and all liars, their part is in the lake that burns with fire and 
sulfur, which is the second death.” (Rev. 21:6b-8) 
The city has no need for the sun, neither of the moon, to shine, for the 
very glory of God illuminated it, and its lamp is the Lamb. / The 
nations will walk in its light. The kings of the earth bring the glory 
and honor of the nations into it. (Rev. 21:23-24) 
Line 9 expands the sun/day’s symbolism. Previously, it was used 
negatively, contrasting with the “good” night. Here, the sun/day is used as 
a symbol of activity in general. Life goes on with or without evil. In this 
new world, there is still work to be done and a life to be lived. This is 
expanded in... 
Line 10 where the dove goes to undertake—to take upon oneself; to start, 
to embark on—the new day. In addition, this final stanza completes the 
triad of temporal adverbs (Yesterday, Tonight, Tomorrow) and looks to the 
future. 


Original Japanese: 
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Phonetic: 
“«Seisen’in no Shi” 
Seiza de wa, 
Oyoideimasu. 

Shita ni sora, 

Umi no koe nashi. 
Minamo ga nai yo. 


Hoshi wa mina, 
Uchuu de ikiru. 
Mukashi kara, 
Oi kami mitai. 
Are ni ikitai. 


Hoshi-tachi mo, 
Wa ga egao mite, 
Hohoenda. 

Kono yo no mukou, 
Koko wa shiawase. 


Translation: 

“Star Sailor’s Poem” 

In constellations, 

I say, humbly, I’m swimming. 
Below me, the sky, 

Without the voice of the sea. 
There is no water’s surface. 


The stars, all of them, 

Live in, and by, the cosmos. 
From long ancient times, 
Seeming, looking, like old gods. 
I want to go over there. 


The many stars too, 

On seeing my smiling face, 
Did smile back at me. 
Beyond and across our world, 
Here, truly, is happiness. 














Notes to “22 fh AO if” 

I originally wanted to write a haiku, but that wouldn’t work with the 
required number of lines, so I ended up writing three tankas. I wrote it in 
Japanese because I wanted to experiment with a language I’ve been 
learning for a few months now and also because this is Creative Writing 
and not English 11. 

The title features a made up word. I wanted to preserve the “voyaging” and 
“new frontiers" associations from the two Greek words the English word 
“astronaut” comes from. Namely “star” and “sailor.” So I just calqued 
together a Japanese equivalent with the words being & sei “star” and ASS 
sen’in “sailor”. The actual word for astronaut is =-ARiTE 
uchuuhikoushi, which means “space-fly-go-er.” 

Line 1 features the metonymy between the void of space and the 
constellations formed by the stars. This line also starts the pattern of each 
tanka starting with = hoshi; I might’ve been reading too much Dante. The 
poem starts off by not even referring to the stars themselves, as though 
they’re secondary to everything. Throughout the poem, however, the stars 
gradually become more human. 

Line 2 uses an uncommon kanji for swim, thf instead of the usual jx. It’s 
because the former also has the reading 4 4s asobu which means to 
play. I wanted the connection between fun and playing and swimming to be 
evident. The imagery of someone swimming in space implies some level of 
control; otherwise they’d be flailing aimlessly, just as people who can’t 
swim might in a pool. This suggests someone who wants to be there and is 
enjoying themselves. 








Line 3 further establishes the setting of outer space, with the sky below the 
narrator. The fact that even the sky is closer to Earth than the narrator 
shows just how far he’s gone. 

Line 4 compares space to a vast ocean, only without any sound. Further, 
the ocean/void is personified by using “voice” instead of “sound.” I 
actually left © A koe without kanji because there’s a fun homophone 
there. = koe means voice and is the primary sense I translated. HLA koe 
means crossing, as a noun, and so the lack of a crossing for this ocean 
implies the truly grand scale. Even the Pacific Ocean is massive, but you’ll 
eventually hit land if you keep sailing in one direction; there is no such 
guarantee in the void. Space and oceans have been compared many times 
before, but there are some interesting points to note. Both are incredibly 
unexplored and are very mysterious and both are also, in a way, the source 
of life: we evolved out of the ocean and according to Plato’s cosmology, 
our souls come from the stars. 

Line 5 further adds further description to the ocean/space metaphor: it 
doesn’t have a surface like oceans do. 

Line 6 again personifies the stars by using 4% mina (meaning everyone) 
to refer to them, which is, again, typically only applied to human beings. 
To describe a collection of inanimate objects, you’d normally use ~~ T 
@ subete no. 

Line 7 makes the stars into living beings by saying they 4 & @ “live” in 
space--not just dwell, {£4>. In addition, the particle G has a few uses. 
Mainly, it shows the instrument and also, in action verbs, location. 
Therefore, the stars also live by the cosmos; in tune with it, in harmony 
with the rest of the world. 

Lines 8-9 compare the stars, which have been here forever, to old gods. 
Line 10 says that the narrator wants to go to them, which could be 
interpreted in various ways. Anything from wanting to go to space as an 
astronaut all the way to wanting to die and have the soul return to the stars, 
as Plato thought. 

Line 11 again starts with & and, by using %% tachi to pluralize them, 
they are treated as people. Because in Japanese, only humans get pluralized 
with 7¢4. Inanimate objects don’t get separate plural forms. This could be 
interpreted as the stars themselves being human souls. 

Line 12 features the narrator smiling and the stars see it, and in Line 13, 
they smile back. This imagery adds to the swimming from before in that it 
shows the narrator having fun. The sense of calm is expanded when even 
the stars smile back, turning the hostile nothingness into a comforting 
place. 

Line 14 again puts the setting in space, this time phrases as being across 
our world; beyond it. The phrase < tt kono yo can also mean the mortal 
world (as opposed to 4 @t# ano yo, which means the afterlife). This 
seems to place narrator in a sort of peaceful afterlife, with his soul having 
crossed the living realm to go back home. 

Line 15 says the setting itself is happiness, pure bliss, for the narrator; a 
kind of heaven, perhaps. 


““Fvery nook and cranny” 
Every nook and cranny 

of my mind you occupied. 
Never said a word 

I did. Only pined away. 


I wasn’t happy 

like that. I asked, without pride. 
“No” you said. I heard 

you, and wept on that dark. 


Months out the window. 
I now reap what I did sow. 
On with my life, I must go. 


““Falcon’s Fabulous Flight” 
For four weeks, that falcon’s been flying, 
gazing over gardens and grasses. 


High soaring, he saw hikers waving, 
interns in institutions running, 
and gymnasts being judged by judges. 


Cool winds and coconuts in Fiji, 

and lemurs leaping long jumps for fun. 
The falcon met many o’er the sea, 

not narwhals neighing, but seals who flee 
to the ocean on seeing ours bruns. 


Peregrine didn’t see any penguins there. 
The reason? He was in the wrong half. 
So South he flew for to see some, ere 

the falcon’s feather’s froze and broke off. 


““Things that make petrichor” 
Rain 

Rock 

Relaxation 


“Smells in the garden” 
The flowers blooming 
The mowed grass and 
The compost bins that reek of death 


“Sounds heard outside” 

The water flowing through the gutter like a waterfall 
Birds squawking 

A guy revving his motorcycle 





“ ” 

When guests are leaving, putting on their shoes even, 
but then they keep chatting for another hour. 

When you see a cute dog but it doesn’t want to be 
petted. 

When youre trying to sleep but it’s too hot with the 
blankets and too cold without. 

When you’re walking somewhere and everybody else 
is way behind. 

When youre sick and one nostril completely blocked 
and the other is completely dry. 


S66 FE (Z 75) BH” 

The towering oak whose leaves dry but don’t fall off, 
The myriad maples sprouting in cinder blocks, 

The blooming crab-apples that give fruit and flower, 
The sturdy pines and firs that make a painful fence 
when walking through, 

And the invading locusts growing by the back wall. 





cee L vr ” 
A printer that works when it’s supposed to. 
Birds that don’t fly. 


A pen that doesn’t get lost. 
Items at conventions that aren’t overpriced. 
A perfect first draft. 


““Bedhead Wonder” 

I wake at noon, 

and so, I never get to see 

the sunrise, so early in the morning. 

There are times, though, when I’m lucky 

to see that splendor. When the eye of heaven 

stands at a man’s height on the eastern sky and 
commands a legion of spaghetti shadows, that is 
the finest hour. How brightly those shadows 

burn against the backdrop of sunlit grass! 

With that shade of green so common in paintings 
and so rarely seen through 

the window. Mixed with flowers. 

Quiet Dawn 

walks between night and day, blending them into a 
sublime mix of cool and heat, light and shadow, life 
and still. And then Helios rises a finger’s breadth 
above his ideal station and scorches the land, sweating 
clothes and blinding eyes and reeking of angry red. 
And then the show is over, the jig is up, the moment of 
peace is ended and we go on with our day, 

waiting for those rosy fingers to bless us again. 


““Frogge” 

The frog on lotus, 

A fly in the air. He jumps! 
The water ripples. 


Non-Fiction (English 11, Terms 1 and 2) 

1.1.10 (D 

The point of revolution is not only a practical one, that 
of representation and taxes, but also a moral one, and, 
indeed, the only logical option left. Time and time 
again, America has pleaded with Britain. She has 
protested, she has sent delegates, she has petitioned 
the Crown, but to no avail. The only thing America’s 
demonstrations have brought is an endless plague of 
retribution and harsher laws. There is a point at which 
we have to say, enough is enough! 

They say that we are weak, and true, we might 
seem that way. This fight is one between a vast land 
that has no standing army or navy and a small island 
whose territory spans the globe. However, if we were 
to use this land to its fullest, and if we were to arm 
each man, resources and manpower will turn the tide 
of war. This land has no need to trade with foreign 
powers to acquire the tools of war. There are three 
million men that could be armed. We have our hemp 
and cordage, we have our iron, we have our 
gunpowder. We can produce our arms and cannons at 
any time we choose. Every day, we are improving our 
craft. When, not if, the war breaks out, America will 
come out victorious thanks to the providence of the 
Lord who blessed her with this corner of the globe. 

One might say that America has prospered 
under the Crown. Without trade and settlement, truly, 
none of this would be possible had ships not come 
over from England a hundred years ago. But just 
because it was beneficial at one point does not mean it 
will be beneficial forever. Just because a baby drinks 
nothing but milk, does that also mean that he will 
drink only milk as a child? When it takes a third of a 
year to send a letter to Parliament, and half of a year to 
receive a reply, governance becomes impossible. 

But of course, despite our vast resources, we 
might never get an opportunity to show our strength if 
we wait but fifty more years. The time is ripe for 
independence. If Britain does to the rest of the land 
what it has already done to Boston, we will not be held 
as even citizens of the Empire, but rather, slaves to 
foreign masters. 

This land across the sea, while under the 
current rule of the Crown, is utterly foreign to it. And 
the Crown to it. Britain has repeatedly abused us 
without even the smallest bit of consent and has not 
even heard our pleas for peace. Liberty is our only 
choice, and by God’s blessing, this land will surely aid 
us greatly in our cause. A cause which must be acted 
upon now rather than later, lest we hesitate, and our 
hesitation brings about our doom. 


1.2.9 (1) 

When in the Course of human events, it becomes 
necessary for one people to dissolve the political 
bands’ which have connected them with another, and 
to assume among the powers of the earth, the separate 
and equal station to which the Laws of Nature and of 
Nature's God entitle them, a decent respect to the 
opinions of mankind requires that they should declare 
the causes which impel them to the separation’. 








We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men 
are created equal, that they are endowed by their 
Creator with certain unalienable Rights, that among_ 


these are Life, Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness.— 


That to secure these rights, Governments are instituted 
among Men, deriving their just powers from the 


consent of the governed,—That whenever any Form of 
Government becomes destructive of these ends, it is 


the Right of the People to alter or to abolish it, and to 
institute new Government, laying its foundation on 


such principles and organizing its powers in such 
form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect their 
Safety and Happiness®. Prudence’, indeed, will dictate 
that Governments long established should not be 
changed for light and transient causes; and 
accordingly all experience hath shewn, that mankind 
are more disposed to suffer, while evils are sufferable, 
than to right themselves by abolishing the forms to 
which they are accustomed. But when a long train of 
abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the same 
Object evinces a design to reduce them under absolute 
Despotism, it is their right, it is their duty, to throw off 
such Government, and to provide new Guards for their 
future security.—Such has been the patient 
sufferance’ of these Colonies; and such is now the 
necessity which constrains them to alter their former 
Systems of Government. The history of the present 
King of Great Britain is a history of repeated injuries 
and usurpations, all having in direct object the 
establishment of an absolute Tyranny over these 
States. To prove this, let Facts be submitted to a 
candid world. 





























1 The ties between the two governments in areas such as trade. 

2 By acknowledging that they owe an explanation, the authors appeal to 
Ethos by understanding the opposition’s side and promising to back 
up their cause with facts. 

3. There are three main things in this passage. First, the “that’s are 
repeated, making for parallelism in the sentence, but the “that’s also 
introduce each one of the preamble’s propositions. These propositions 
are organized from most general to most specific, hence, deductive 
reasoning. This passage demonstrates Logos by using logic to 
introduce the philosophical justification of the revolution. 

4 Prudence is the quality of being prudent, which itself means acting 
with care for the future. 

5 Patient endurance, suffering. 


He has° refused his Assent to Laws, the most 
wholesome and necessary for the public good. 

He has forbidden his Governors to pass Laws of 
immediate and pressing importance, unless suspended 
in their operation till his Assent’ should be obtained; 
and when so suspended, he has utterly neglected to 
attend to them. 

He has refused to pass other Laws for the 
accommodation of large districts of people, unless 
those people would relinquish the right of 
Representation in the Legislature, a right inestimable 
to them and formidable to tyrants only. 

He has called together legislative bodies at places 
unusual, uncomfortable, and distant from the 
depository of their public Records, for the sole 
purpose of fatiguing them into compliance with his 
measures. 

He has dissolved Representative Houses repeatedly, 
for opposing with manly firmness his invasions on the 
rights of the people. 

He has refused for a long time, after such dissolutions, 
to cause others to be elected; whereby the Legislative 
powers, incapable of Annihilation, have returned to 
the People at large for their exercise; the State 
remaining in the mean time exposed to all the dangers 
of invasion from without’, and convulsions within. 
He has endeavoured to prevent the population of these 
States; for that purpose obstructing the Laws for 
Naturalization of Foreigners; refusing to pass others to 
encourage their migrations hither, and raising the 
conditions of new Appropriations of Lands. 

He has obstructed the Administration of Justice, by 
refusing his Assent to Laws for establishing Judiciary 
powers. 

He has made Judges dependent on his Will alone, for 
the tenure of their offices, and the amount and 
payment of their salaries. 

He has erected a multitude of New Offices, and sent 
hither swarms of Officers to harrass our people, and 
eat out their substance. 

He has kept among us, in times of peace, Standing 
Armies without the Consent of our legislatures. 

He has affected to render the Military independent of 
and superior to the Civil power. 





6 The repetition of “He has” creates great parallelism and gives the 
section an identity of its own. The lengthy list of grievances all in the 
same format makes it clear that the offenses committed by the King 
are not one-off events, but a regular pattern, a pattern that needs to be 
stopped. The list of grievances also contributes to Ethos by the giving 
the authors credibility. 

7 Inthe UK, for a law to pass, it must go through both houses of 
Parliament and then receive the Royal Assent, which is the monarch’s 
approval. 

8 In the past, “without” meant “outside.” Compare “within” and 
“inside.” 


He has combined with others to subject us to a 
jurisdiction foreign to our constitution, and 
unacknowledged by our laws; giving his Assent to 
their Acts of pretended Legislation: 
For? Quartering large bodies of armed troops among 
us: 
For_protecting them, by a mock Trial, from 
punishment for any Murders which they should 
commit on the Inhabitants of these States: 
cutting off our Trade with all parts of the world: 
imposing Taxes on us without our Consent: 
depriving us in many cases, of the benefits of 
Trial by Jury: 
For transporting us beyond Seas to be tried for 


retended offences 
aM abolishing the free System of English Laws ina 
neighbouring Province, establishing therein an 
Arbitrary government, and enlarging its Boundaries so 
as to render it at once an example and fit instrument 
for introducing the same absolute rule into these 
Colonies: 
For taking away our Charters, abolishing our most 
valuable Laws, and altering fundamentally the Forms 
of our Governments: 
For_suspending our own Legislatures, and declaring 
themselves invested with power to legislate for us in 
all cases whatsoever. 
He has abdicated Government here, by declaring us 
out of his Protection and waging War against us. 


He has plundered our seas, ravaged our Coasts, burnt 


our towns, and destroyed the lives of our people. 
He is at this time transporting large Armies of foreign 


Mercenaries to compleat the works of death, 


desolation and tyranny, already begun with 


circumstances of Cruelty & perfidy" scarcely 
paralleled in the most barbarous ages, and totally 


unworthy the Head of a civilized nation”. 

He has constrained our fellow Citizens taken Captive 
on the high Seas to bear Arms against their Country, to 
become the executioners of their friends and Brethren, 
or to fall themselves by their Hands. 

He has excited domestic insurrections amongst us, and 
has endeavoured to bring on the inhabitants of our 


frontiers, the merciless Indian Savages, whose known 


rule of warfare, is an undistinguished destruction of all 
ages, sexes and conditions. 


_————— 

10 Anact of violating faith or alliance. 

11 Towards the end of the body, the tone changes from sterile, factual 
language to extremely emotionally charged words, such as 
“plundered,” “barbarous,” “Indian Savages,” and so on. The intent is 
to make the audience feel a negative emotion towards the actions of 


the British, which would be Pathos. 























In every stage of these Oppressions We" have 
Petitioned for Redress” in the most humble terms: 
Our repeated Petitions have been answered only by 
repeated injury. A Prince whose character is thus 
marked by every act which may define a Tyrant, is 
unfit to be the ruler of a free people. 


Nor have We been wanting in attentions to our Brittish 
brethren. We have warned them from time to time of 
attempts by their legislature to extend an 
unwarrantable jurisdiction over us. We have reminded 
them of the circumstances of our emigration and 
settlement here. We have appealed to their native 
justice and magnanimity™, and we have conjured 
them by the ties of our common kindred to disavow 
these usurpations, which, would inevitably interrupt 
our connections and correspondence. They too have 
been deaf to the voice of justice and of 
consanguinity.'° We must, therefore, acquiesce in the 
necessity, which denounces our Separation, and hold 
them, as we hold the rest of mankind, Enemies in War, 
in Peace Friends. 


We, therefore, the Representatives of the united States 
of America, in General Congress, Assembled, 
appealing to the Supreme Judge of the world for the 
rectitude of our intentions, do, in the Name, and by 
Authority of the good People of these Colonies, 
solemnly publish and declare, That these United 
Colonies are, and of Right ought to be Free and 
Independent States; that they are Absolved from all 
Allegiance to the British Crown, and that all political 
connection between them and the State of Great 
Britain, is and ought to be totally dissolved; and that 
as Free and Independent States, they have full Power 
to levy War, conclude Peace, contract Alliances, 
establish Commerce, and to do all other Acts and 
Things which Independent States may of right do. And 
for the support of this Declaration, with a firm reliance 
on the protection of divine Providence’’, we mutually 
pledge to each other our Lives, our Fortunes and our 
sacred Honor."” 








12 Putting things in order, to set right. 

13 The parallelism and repetition of “We” contrasts with the previous 
section, full of “He has.” This is to show that independence is that last 
option as they have tried everything else. This too would contribute to 
Ethos. 

14 The quality of being noble and generous. 

15 Ablood relationship. 

16 The governance and guidance of God. 

17 The repetition of “our” creates a sense of belonging, with every 
colonist taking part in the revolution. It’s not just one person’s life, 
it’s all of our lives. This uses Pathos to engender said feelings of 
belonging and courage. 


1.3.9 (1) 

As the Vietnam War was raging in the 60s, there were 
many who opposed it. Three such people were school 
children John and Mary Beth Tinker, and Chistopher 
Eckhardt. Their protest, and the case against it, made it 
all the way to the Supreme Court, where a landmark 
case decided the First Amendment Rights of students 
in America. The case’s majority opinion, delivered by 
Justice Fortas, uses constitutional principles and 
precedent and while not perfect, is certainly better 
than the dissent, delivered by Justice Black. While his 
argument is initially founded on his interpretation of 
the Constitution, it devolves into exaggeration, logical 
fallacy and bias. 

At first, Black brings up many good points, 
such as saying Cox v. Louisiana already limits rights 
in many places, pointing out that there was some 
disturbance and that the Tinkers were bullied for their 
armbands and that a history class was wrecked by 
Mary Beth Tinker. However, the first major blow 
comes at the line, “The next logical step,” where he 
commits his first slippery slope fallacy by concluding 
that, because the court ruled in favor of students being 
able to express their beliefs on school grounds, they 
will also rule in favor of letting minors vote or hold 
office. There is no evidence to back up that claim, 
there is no precedent for it, and it does not logically 
follow from the Court’s current ruling. And of course, 
the future has shown that people under 18 still cannot 
vote. 

Furthermore, Justice Black once again 
commits a fallacy when he says that as a result of this 
ruling, children across the nation will rebel against 
their teachers, and they will be supported by the 
judiciary. By saying that it is incredibly obvious that 
children “will be ready, able, and willing to defy their 
teachers on practically all orders,” he goes directly 
from A to Z without being able to justify the 
intermediate steps. While there are kinds of children 
who are hard to work with and rebellious, the new 
ruling will not make every child act in such a way. 
Also, the words “one does not need a prophet... to 
know that...” show that he is arguably guilty of the 
curse of knowledge bias. 

Now, it could be said that Justice Black was 
simply basing his prediction of the future on the 
current events at the time: sit-ins, lie-ins, rioting and 
destruction, and thus would not constitute a fallacy. 
This argument fails to consider that, even if Black 
based his vision of the future on some current events, 
he still fits the definition of a slippery slope. It avoids 
engaging with the case at hand, a couple of students 
wearing armbands, and instead deals with 


hypotheticals. Black fails to consider that perhaps 
those who wear armbands are doing so because they 
do not want to riot in the streets, they want to protest 
in another way. 

Additionally, Black uses incredibly negative 
language to talk about the anti-war movement, and 
especially students who are against the war. This 
suggests that he has a biased opinion concerning a 
particular political faction, a bias he carries over when 
he falsely likens the Tinker children, and by extension, 
all the students involved in speaking out against the 
government, who peacefully demonstrated against the 
war to the more violent people who are in his words, 
are “conducting break-ins, sit-ins, lie-ins, and smash- 
ins... already engaged in rioting, property seizures, 
and destruction.” There is a huge difference between 
peacefully expressing your political views and rioting 
in the streets, a difference which Justice Black 
apparently does not take into account. He even uses 
biased language and exaggerations to portray the anti- 
war students as arrogant children who think that they 
can run schools better than the teachers. 

In conclusion, while the majority opinion of 
Tinker v. Des Moines isn’t perfect, Justice Fortas 
argues more soundly and backs up his claims with 
evidence and precedence, and also avoids the logical 
fallacies and biased language of the dissent, making 
for an overall better argument. 


2.1.10 (1) 

Ever since the dawn of civilization, life has been 
getting progressively more complex, but one time in 
history when it got particularly complicated and 
‘unnatural’ was during the Industrial Revolution. As a 
reaction to increasing urbanization, many writers and 
poets turned to nature for answers. Two such poets 
were Emily Dickinson and Walt Whitman. In their 
poems, “324” and “When I Heard the Learn’d 
Astronomer,” respectively, Dickinson and Whitman 
both use different poetic devices and tones to express 
their reverence of nature. 

In Emily Dickinson’s “324,” she opens by 
saying that, while some prefer to go to Church, she 
prefers to be in nature. In the lines “Some keep the 
Sabbath going to Church -- / I keep it staying at Home 
-- / With a Bobolink for a chorister -- / And an 
Orchard, for a Dome --” (1-4) she uses an ABCB 
rhyme scheme, which is something Whitman does not 
utilize. The metaphors in the third and fourth lines, 
Dickinson expresses her reliance on nature over 
traditional institutions by saying that nature’s 
songbirds are equivalent to choir singers, and nature’s 
plants to human architecture. In comparison, Whitman 


uses little to no figurative language or rhyme 
throughout his poem. However, he still expresses the 
same sympathy of preferring to be outside. The line, 
“How soon unaccountable I became sick and tired,” 
(5) captures his feelings perfectly. 

Even though they both express their reverence 
for nature, they have different attitudes toward it. 
Dickinson likes to be in the company of singing 
bobolinks over the sound of church bells, as shown in 
“And instead of tolling the Bell, for Church, / Our 
little Sexton -- Sings” (7-8). In contrast, the final lines 
of Whitman’s poem “In the mystical moist night-air, 
and from time to time, / Look’d up in perfect silence at 
the stars” (7-8) show that he prefers to simply be in 
nature and take it all in. 

In conclusion, even though both poets write 
about their love of nature, the different styles and 
tones create different effects. Whitman’s more serious 
tone also shows a certain disdain for white-collar 
work, while Dickinson’s use of nature as her Church is 
a product of her personal life and relationship with 
traditional forms of belief. Despite their differences, 
however, they both manage to capture the same 
feeling that natural beauty is, at times, better than 
anything mankind has to offer. 


2.2.9 (I) 

Edgar Allan Poe’s “The Bells” definitely fits into the 
Gothic genre for its use of dark imagery and themes. 
The first half of the poem contrasts greatly with the 
second half in many aspects. In the first half, the bells 
are golden and silver and they “ring out their delight” 
with “euphony.” This turns dark very quickly as in the 
second half, their sounds are that of shrieking and 
groaning. The bells represent different stages of life, 
with the silver bells being the innocence of youth 
(because they foretell a “world of merriment’), and 
the golden wedding bells being hopes of adulthood. 
Later, the bells turn first to bronze and then to iron, 
symbolizing old age and death. In the fourth part, Poe 
introduces supernatural figures, the Ghouls, who 
symbolize death as well. In addition to the themes, 
Poe makes frequent usage of rhyme, alliteration and 
symbolism, which help to keep the poem together 
through its varied themes. In the end, Poe’s use of 
unnerving settings and symbols to explore a part of the 
human condition solidly places him in the Gothic 
tradition. 


2.3.9 (TD) 

In “Civil Disobedience,” Henry David Thoreau puts 
forward that the government is doing numerous 
injustices and that it is the duty of the people to act 


against unjust laws, even if it means breaking the law. 
He cites many examples for his accusation, such as the 
government engaging in the invasion and annexation 
of Mexican land, the continuation of slavery, the 
dehumanization of soldiers, and so on. He says the 
reason the government is able to get away with this is 
because it acts on majority votes and not firm morals. 
As a solution, Thoreau tells the readers to act 
according to their own conscience, and to not resign it 
to legislators. 

Thoreau develops his ideas into two main 
conclusions. First, that demonstrations and voting are 
not enough to change anything. Voting does not do 
anything, rather, it simply voices your opinion that 
you would like something to change, and the 
government does not have to pay attention to that. 
Peaceful protests too do not work because the 
government can always ignore it, or respond with its 
“superior physical strength.” Thoreau advises that only 
direct action can bring about any meaningful change 
and he suggests the simple idea of not paying taxes. 
Thoreau not only backs this up in practice, by giving 
an anecdote of when he did exactly that, but also in 
theory, saying that “if a thousand men were not to pay 
their tax-bills this year, that would not be a violent and 
bloody measure,” but it would still be big enough that 
the state would have to pay attention. 


3.1.10 (1) 

Every few years, we as a family try to take a vacation 
to somewhere new, somewhere we haven’t been 
before. Quite a few years ago, our destination was 
Dubai. We had great plans for doing all the typical 
tourist things: going to the mall, buying overpriced 
merchandise in the Burj Khalifa gift store, hanging out 
on the beaches, doing the safaris and so on. On the 
first day, we had planned to eat breakfast, and then 
leave for a guided tour of the city. However, that got 
canceled due to an unfortunate incident (German, 
barf). Now we were left with nothing to do for the 
morning, but not to worry, for we had plans of going 
to the mall at night. 

Eventually, lunchtime came, and because our 
tour had been canceled, we decided to explore some of 
the city ourselves, by walking to a restaurant. My dad 
drew up a map to the place on a piece of paper, 
because he stresses the importance of “not using 
phones.” It was simple but it was all we needed. We 
headed out the hotel doors and immediately collapsed. 
Just immediately, a wave of unimaginable heat hit us. 
To stand in the hundred degree sun was pain, but it 
was even more painful to walk anywhere. We asked 
ourselves why he stepped outside, was our air 


conditioned room not enough? But the hungry 
stomachs compelled us onward. As we kept on 
walking, it became clear that the humidity was the 
greater villain here. Not even sweating did any good. 
Sweating felt like being slowly drenched in hot water 
that refused to cool off. 

After a good ten minutes of walking ina 
literal desert, suspicions started rising. Surely we 
should have passed the restaurant by now, but we 
haven’t. At first, we just brushed it off and said “it 
must be farther up.” Still no sign of the restaurant. 
Now we accused Dad of drawing the map wrong, and 
even though he defended himself, I still tried checking 
my phone, but I couldn’t. Without any other options, 
we continued walking, and walking, and walking. We 
walked for so long, we left our hotel’s neighborhood 
and ended up in the embassy quarter. Still no sign of 
our elusive target. After walking for a good ten 
minutes more, we gave up and ducked into a small 
corner store for a quick snack. We were hungry, we 
were tired, we were drenched in hot sweat and we 
were this close to getting a heat stroke. 

We left that store defeated and just started 
walking back to the hotel room. Maybe we could get a 
delivery. After ages of walking, and numerous stops to 
catch our breath, the miraculous happened. We were 
walking by a bank at the same time some other people 
walked out of it. The cool blast of the AC certainly did 
help. In fact, it helped so much, my dad loudly 
proclaimed “I don’t care if I have to make a bank 
account, I’m going in!” 

Hesitantly, me and my mom followed behind, 
and to our surprise, it was no mere bank. It was a full 
blown mall... with food! Oh, we were so overjoyed 
that we spent the next hour or two just sitting there, 
not buying anything, and taking in the cool air. We 
decided that this was enough exploration for the day 
and began walking home again, where we stayed for 
the next seven hours, too afraid of the midday sun. 

The next day, my dad again insisted on going 
to the restaurant we wanted to go to, but obviously I 
said “No.” However, after a bit of persuasion, we 
agreed that if we didn’t find anything after five 
minutes, we would head back. Wouldn’t you know it, 
my dad was right from the very beginning, the 
restaurant was indeed very close by and the map he 
drew was 100% accurate. The only problem was that 
instead of going right, where the restaurant was, we 
headed straight left. We all had a pretty good laugh 
about that. 


3.2.9 (1) 
For Adults 


Fiction is great and all, but sometimes it doesn’t take a 
fantastic tale of heroes and villains to tell a compelling 
story about intriguing protagonists. Sometimes, the 
lives of real people are equally enchanting to read, and 
two such works from America’s past are Mark Twain’s 
Life on the Mississippi and Frederick Douglass’ 
Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, An 
American Slave. Even though the childhood of these 
two men couldn’t be more different, they both convey 
the world as they saw it through their use of literary 
techniques. 

Twain’s main purpose with Life on the 
Mississippi is to entertain his reader, and he achieves 
this through a number of ways. His vivid descriptions 
of every detail and his use of language all make him 
all the more relatable to the audience, they put us in 
his shoes. Along with the inclusion of some humor, 
like when he says the boys all wished death on the 
cub-engineer for being successful, make it evident that 
even though this might not be the best factual source, 
this is how Twain saw the world when he was a boy. 

In contrast, Frederick Douglass’ 
autobiography has a much more serious tone. Not only 
is his subject matter remarkably different, that of being 
a slave in the south and later moving to Baltimore, but 
his choice of style is different too. Because of his 
purpose of wanting to persuade his readers to be 
against slavery and because of his background, 
Douglass uses a very formal and factual tone, even 
when talking about his life as a slave on a plantation. 
He manages to tell of his deprivation, of his cold and 
hunger, of his humiliation all while keeping a straight 
face. This forces the reader to interpolate the emotions 
that surely would’ve raced through his mind, and this 
too forces us into his shoes. 

In conclusion, both books are great picks for 
anyone wanting to learn about life in the 1800s. 
Twain’s humor and imagery make him perfect for 
those wanting a more laid-back read, while Douglass’ 
formality and topic is perfect for those wanting a 
captivating story of resilience. 


For 5“ Graders 
I’m going to talk about two books written by two very 
famous people. The first is called Life on the 
Mississippi by Mark Twain, and the second one is The 
Life of Frederick Douglass, an American Slave by 
Frederick Douglass. Both of these books are about the 
lives of the authors themselves, and both talk about 
what it was like being a kid in their own times. 
Twain’s book is very easy to read, and not just 
because he doesn’t use a lot of big words. His writing 
is funny and it really puts you in his shoes as a young 


boy in the 1800s. Even though you might not think 
seeing a steamboat is interesting, Mark Twain could 
make you feel like it’s the best part of your day. Even 
though he lived more than a hundred years ago, he 
was still a kid, and had just as much fun with his 
friends and had just as many dreams as all of you do. 

The book by Frederick Douglass, however, is 
not as fun. Growing up, he had a very different life. 
He grew up in the South as a slave and his life was full 
of hardships. Even with the differences, he was just 
like the rest of us. He still dreamed of something 
greater, he dreamed of escaping slavery, which he did. 

In conclusion, both books are great choices to 
read for different reasons. Both books tell stories of 
what it was like to be a kid in the past, but Twain’s 
book is easier and funnier to read. He uses more 
exaggeration and sarcasm. Meanwhile, Douglass’ 
book shows just how different life was for some in the 
past, and that I think, is amazing. 


3.3.9 (1) 
Dear Editor, 

I do not believe that we should erect a statue 
to the pioneers on the lawn of the state capitol. Statues 
are built to honor things, and by building the statue, it 
would honor a most shameful part of our nation’s 
history, when hundreds of tribes of Native Americans 
were forcefully removed from their own land to make 
way for white settlers. 

In his speech, Congressman Smith puts 
forward the idea that the bravery and adventurous 
spirit of the pioneers overweighs the harm done to the 
Native Americans. While his patriotism certainly is 
big, it is also blinding. Even though the pioneers 
certainly were brave, leaving their homes behind and 
moving to strange lands, Smith speaks of them in 
broad, overly idealistic ways that obfuscate the reality. 
In addition, his assumption that the land was “empty” 
before the arrival of the pioneers is demonstrably 
false. By not even thinking about the plight of the 
people already living there, Smith justifies the 
expansion westward with barely a word given to 
address the downsides. 

And even in the few words he does dedicate to 
the topic, he shifts the focus to the willing sacrifice of 
the pioneers, who risked their lives for a chance of life 
in a new land, instead of focusing on the forced 
sacrifice of the Native Americans, who lost their land 
and their languages. A statue that glorifies the 
perpetrators of such violence is absolutely not what we 
should stand for as a country. We should address and 
rectify the mistakes of the past, not honor them. 


4.2.9! (I) 

Ever since the founding of this country, there has been 
the promise of success for those who cross the sea and 
work hard. This was known far and wide, and America 
was touted as a bastion of equality. The traditional 
Irish song “The Wearing of the Green” even references 
America as “a land that lies beyond the sea, / Where 
rich and poor stand equal in the light of freedom’s 
day.” However, The American Dream, the idea that 
anyone could improve their station in life, seems to be 
dying for many, due mainly to increasing wealth 
inequality and the difficulty for young people to get 
their start in life. 

In a country that claims any of its citizens can 
find success in life, massive wealth inequality is 
absolutely antithetical to the promise. Ever since the 
1960s, the economists have found that the Gini 
coefficient, a measure of how equally wealth is 
distributed, has been steadily increasing. Edward 
Wolff in his paper, “Household Wealth Trends in the 
United States,” has found that the coefficients for Net 
Worth, Financial Resources, and Income have all 
drastically increased, which means more and more 
wealth is being concentrated into fewer and fewer 
hands. As an illustration, the top 3 richest men 
collectively own more than 150 million Americans 
(Collins et al). On top of this, race also plays a part in 
how successful one can be. While it is true that there 
are Black and Latino millionaires, that number pales 
in comparison to the number of White millionaires. 
For average families, the story is worse. When talking 
about mean income, Black families had 0.46 times that 
of a White family, and Latino families had 0.48. In 
addition, Black and Latino families are twice as likely 
as white families to have zero wealth. It is not just 
racial minorities who are at a disadvantage, young 
people are too. Besides existential problems like 
climate change, there are also very real economic 
concerns. If we say that the mean amount of net worth 
is represented by 1.00, then people under 35 have 0.09 
and the oldest cohort, above 75, have 1.57. And the 
numbers aren’t better from a Financial Resources 
perspective: 0.07 and 1.55 (Wolff, E). 

Furthermore, the millennials have more 
problems than just owning less wealth. Many are 
saddled by both enormous debt, mainly student loans, 
and terrible jobs, without benefits or stable hours. As a 
result, almost two-thirds of millennials have nothing 
saved for retirement, and they will find it extremely 
difficult to live on what social security pays alone. 
Professor Emeritus Richard Wolff describes the 
general sentiment as “there’s no need for me to save 
for the future, even if I could... I’ll never be able to 


get out of this burden of debt... maybe I should just 
throw caution to the wind and live as well as I can 
now.” This is a generation that was promised the 
American Dream, was told to go to school, take out a 
loan, get a degree because it would get them the 
American Dream, but it’s not there and they’re not 
getting it (Wolff, R). 

In addition, there are also a number of hurdles 
that affect all working people, not just minorities, and 
the most salient one being the gap between 
productivity and wages. The Economic Policy Institute 
states that, “Most Americans believe that a rising tide 
should lift all boats—that, as the economy expands, 
everybody should reap the rewards. And for two-and- 
a-half decades beginning in the late 1940s, this was 
how our economy worked... But in the 1970s, this 
started to change.” From 1948 to 2018, productivity 
has gone up 252.9%, while wages have only increased 
by 115.6%. The reason this inequality is so big a 
problem is because it takes money to make money. 
You can only invest and start a business and buy 
stocks if you have the money and resources to do so. 
Many people cannot invest their money, because if 
they did, they’d go roofless or hungry. 

One of the many reasons people cite for why 
the American Dream is alive because the country 
promotes risk-taking, which promotes business. The 
main problem with this is the sheer difficulty of taking 
that risk. As previously stated, it is hard to accumulate 
wealth through work as wages don’t fairly represent 
productivity, so perhaps starting a business might be 
the way. The obvious problem with this is that there 
will always be more employees than employers, 
meaning the business route is still closed to the 
majority of people. In addition, you must have the 
necessary capital, skill, and luck to start a business 
that actually attracts customers. On top of that, over 
two-thirds of businesses fail within ten years 
(Dautovic). Basically, all of the hurdles associated 
with this method make it so that very few find success, 
and many of them are those who were already 
privileged. 

The New World was once a land of 
unparalleled opportunity and freedom, but no longer. 
The American Dream and its ideals of equal 
opportunity and success through hard work might 
seem pleasant, but it is plagued by several systemic 
issues. Wealth inequality, racial discrimination, 
mountains of debt, bad wages, and difficulties for 
small businesses are all immense hurdles for the vast 
majority of the population, such that for many, the 
dream of success seems unattainable, or even dead. 


1.1.10 UD 

During the Great Depression, Steinbeck wrote The 
Grapes of Wrath in order to raise awareness of the 
plight of the migrant workers who came to California 
from the Midwest. The main plot line follows the Joad 
family in their trek from Oklahoma to California. 
Steinbeck used the real stories of many workers to 
inspire his fictional story of the Joad’s. However, he 
also includes a number of intercalary chapters that 
deal with other characters and the challenges they 
faced. In Chapter 25, Steinbeck, through his use of 
diction and parallelism, shows the plight of the hungry 
and shows us that corporations will do anything just to 
keep profits up. 

The tone at the start of the chapter is a 
hopeful, pleasant one as spring comes in and the 
flowers blossom, and the fruits come in. However, this 
tone very quickly sours when it comes time to pick the 
fruit and the farmers decide they can’t sell their 
produce for cheap, so they let it rot instead. By using 
words like “decay,” “rot,” and “putrefying,” Steinbeck 
simultaneously describes the unsold fruit and the state 
of society during the time of the Great Depression. A 
particularly striking example is of the repetition of 
“must” as in “must be destroyed to keep up the 
price... children dying of pellagra must die... the food 
must rot, must be forced to rot (238)” not only uses 
parallelism to communicate that this kind of action by 
the companies are not isolated cases, but also to 
highlight the deliberate choice. The fruit didn’t rot 
because it was neglected, it did not rot by accident, it 
was forced to. The companies intentionally destroyed 
food instead of giving it to the hungry. 

In another example, Steinbeck reflects on the 
actions of the corporations in striking parallelism. 
Towards the end of the chapter, after the descriptions 
of hungry people being denied surplus food, and said 
food being burned, Steinbeck makes his thoughts on 
the events clear. “There is a crime here that goes 
beyond denunciation. There is a sorrow here that 
weeping cannot symbolize. There is a failure here that 
topples all our success (238).” With this he drives 
home the point that doing anything just to keep up 
prices is immoral. In structuring those nouns like that, 
he portrays the event as being many layers of bad. The 
companies’ wasting of food is a crime against the 
hungry who cannot express their sorrows through 
mere tears. Any society that encourages this to happen, 
or even allows this to happen, has failed its people. 

In conclusion, through his use of effective 
diction, syntactic structures, imagery and intercalary 
chapters in The Grapes of Wrath, Steinbeck exposes 
the hardships of the migrant workers of the Great 


Depression. He effectively puts in the migrant 
workers’ shoes and communicates his message that 
corporations will do anything to maintain their profit 
margins, and that we, as a society, have to ensure that 
nothing of this magnitude will happen again. 


1.2.9 (ID 

The past century seems to be an endless revolving 
door of new conflicts and wars, but that’s nothing new. 
War has always occurred in human history, but one 
among them was special. The First World War ushered 
in the age of modern industrial warfare and defined 
the century to come. At the time, it was the single 
most deadly conflict ever, and many people had things 
to say about that. Carl Sandburg wrote “Grass” to 
comment on how easily we tend to forget the horrors 
of war and to say that we need to teach future 
generations about the past that another such conflict 
might not happen again. The poem personifies the 
grass, “I am the grass,” which covers everything and 
through it’s short, terse commands, creates a distant, 
unphased tone. This, along with the repetition of 
certain lines, moves the reader to have conflicting 
feelings: sad about all the many soldiers who died 
only to be forgotten, and empowered to do something 
about it. 


“Grass” by Carl Sandburg 
Pile the bodies high at Austerlitz and Waterloo." 
Shovel them under and let me work--"° 

I am the grass; I cover all.” 


And pile them high at Gettysburg 
And pile them high at Ypres and Verdun. 
Shovel them under and let me work. 
Two years, then years, and passengers ask the 
conductor: 

What place is this? 

Where are we now?” 


18 Throughout the poem, five battles are mentioned which were some of 
the deadliest of their particular wars. This again shows how the grass 
has already seen everything and is indifferent to death, and it also 
shows the theme that humans are all too good at forgetting the past 
and the lessons therein. 

19 The line “Shovel them under and let me work,” which is repeated 
twice in the poem, always after the grass telling to pile the bodies 
high, hints at the grass’ purpose: to cover the past and make sure we 
don’t remember. To shovel the bodies underground is to remove them 
from out attention. Out of sight, out of mind. 

20 This line is doing double duty. Not only does it characterize the grass 
as something that physically covers the land, it also represents the 
inexorable march of time as it moves on from the past and erases it. 

21 Inthe 8" and 9" lines, the passengers are shown as having forgotten 
what happened at these battle sites. This communicates the theme that 
we are all too quick to forget the horrors, and lessons, or war. No 
matter how much we claim to have learned from the past, we still 
keep waging new wars. However, despite the negative message, 
Sandburg hopes this will move the reader to ensure we don‘ forget. 


I am the grass.” 
Let me work.” 


1.3.9 (ID 

Man, it is really hot out here today and I am drenched 
in sweat. I just hope to get under 10 minutes. I think 
that’s pretty good, 6 miles an hour. That’s better than 
last time and I’m not the last. Am I even running right 
though? Wasn’t there some guy who said you 
shouldn’t run in shoes? Ah, nevermind that, just focus 
on running... It really is hot though, why do they even 
make us run when it’s this hot? And then they make us 
go up to swim in the winter, shivering all the way. 
Hair wet and barely any time to change. It has been a 
while since I’ve swam huh. Remember when you did 
seventy laps? Yeah, it’s good they don’t make us do 
laps in the pool. I really hated that about the swim 
team. Just the same old same old everyday. Wait, how 
many people just passed me? I gotta keep up my pace. 


2.2.9" (II) 
The Causes of the Civil Rights Movement 
For centuries in this country, African Americans were 
slaves of white plantation owners. These plantation 
owners eventually broke away from the Union and 
formed their own country, which was defeated in the 
Civil War. In the wake of the Civil War, the recently 
emancipated slaves were given rights to be full 
citizens of America. This however would not last, and 
through segregation, their rights were eroded away for 
decades, until they could bear it no longer. The causes 
of the Civil Rights Movement were diverse and spread 
out over decades, but the failure of the Reconstruction, 
ensuing Jim Crow laws and early victories in 
desegregation were among the most important. 
Following the Civil War, in a period that 
would come to be known as the Reconstruction, the 
Republican Congress sought to make the freed slaves 
full citizens with full rights, and they did this mainly 
through three Constitutional amendments. The 13th 
outlawed the practice of slavery, the 14th made the 


22 As shown in this line, many of the lines are short and terse. This 
shows a disinterested tone and the indifference of the grass. It has no 
time for frivolities, it just wants to work. This line also shows 
figurative language in the form of personification. By giving the grass 
a voice, he gives it a purpose: to cover the bodies and make us forget 
the past. This also gives humans a purpose: to ensure the lessons of 
the past are not forgotten. 

23 The last line of the poem “Let me work” communicates a very 
indifferent tone on part of the grass. It doesn’t care for all the death 
and violence, it has seen war form time immemorial and it does not 
care, it just wants to work. This line also furthers the “grass as time” 
symbol because just how time heals the scars of the past and makes us 
forget it, so too does the grass cover any signs of the battles and 
makes us forget them. 


slaves legally citizens, and finally the 15th banned 
barring people from voting based on race. Black 
people made good use of their newfound freedom and 
soon, 16 black men would serve in Congress and over 
2000 in positions (Jervis). Historian Yohuru Williams 
says “There was tremendous optimism and there was 
voting... Clearly, the amendment has impact. But it’s 
short-lived.” Because the 15th Amendment did not 
explicitly give Black men the right to vote, simply the 
right to not be stopped from voting based on race, 
Southern lawmakers quickly made new laws and tests 
to prevent Black people from voting. All while the 
North did nothing (Guelzo). “Not until the 1960s 
would African American voter registration once again 
reach Reconstruction-era levels” (Kim). The great 
social progress that took place during the Civil Rights 
Movement is often why it’s called the “Second 
Reconstruction.” 

Once early segregation laws, such as the 
Black Codes, came into existence, the path toward Jim 
Crow was already laid out. One such law was the 
Separate Car Act, a law which segregated trains and 
made Black people sit in a car separate from white 
people. On June 7th, 1892, a man named Homer 
Plessy would intentionally break this act by 
purchasing a first class ticket. He boarded the train and 
the conductor asked if he was a man of color. Plessy 
said “Yes.” The conductor told him to go sit in the 
colored car. Plessy said “No.” “‘I am an American 
citizen,’ he told the trainman. ‘I have paid for a first- 
class ticket, and intend to ride to Covington in the 
first-class car.’” For this he would be arrested, and his 
case would be brought before Judge Ferguson. His 
case went up and up, all the way to the Supreme 
Court, where they ruled against him, and the landmark 
case Plessy v. Ferguson would enshrine segregation as 
law (Urofsky). Under Jim Crow, public life was 
segregated, Whites and Blacks couldn’t intermingle. 
Entire race riots could, and did, start simply because a 
Black man was using a ‘Whites-only’ service. 

This segregation was prevalent through all 
parts of society, including the Armed Forces. One 
notable example of when Black soldiers held their 
own and stood up to segregation is the Freeman Field 
Uprising. The 477th Bombardment Group, despite 
being composed of both Black and White soldiers, did 
not treat its Black soldiers well. Poletika writes, 
“These men, many of whom were awarded the 
Distinguished Flying Cross and Purple Heart, 
encountered racial discrimination from white 
servicemen at Freeman Field.” They justified this by 
saying those Black officers were really “trainees.” 
After several had tried to enter, they were made to sign 


a statement that would make the division between 
“trainee” and officer nearly permanent. 101 men 
refused to sign and 101 were arrested. After great 
public outcry and action by the NAACP, the men were 
released. It would be protests like this all throughout 
the country that would lead President Truman to fully 
desegregate the Armed Forces in 1948 (Poletika). 

Another victory of the NAACP would come 
six years later, when the Supreme Court ruled that 
segregation in schools went against the 14th 
Amendment. Five families had filed lawsuits against 
their segregated school districts, the lead being Mr 
Brown who filed against the Board of Education of 
Topeka when his daughter was denied admission to a 
white school. All of these were taken up by the 
NAACP, and under their head lawyer, Thurgood 
Marshall, were brought before the Supreme Court. 
“For the first time since the Reconstruction Era, the 
Court’s ruling focused attention on the subjugation of 
Black Americans” (Pruitt). Although the ruling did not 
immediately integrate all schools, and in fact drew 
opposition from many Southern legislators, it inspired 
others to integrate schools one way or another. In this 
way, Brown v. Board of Education is responsible for 
such famous names as the Little Rock Nine. Even 
though desegregation did not come about immediately 
in schools, nearly 90 percent of children attended 
integrated schools by 1973 (Pruitt). 

The Court ordering integration in public 
schools was a huge boon for civil rights, no doubt, but 
it does not constitute a movement. It was not until the 
masses took to the streets that the Civil Rights 
Movement was truly born, and the spark that ignited it 
all was the lynching of a 14-year old boy. In the 
summer of 1955, a 14-year old Emmett Till was 
staying in Mississippi, visiting relatives. They went to 
a certain grocery store owned by the Bryants. 
Apparently, he was said to have cat-called the owner’s 
wife and for this he would meet a gruesome fate. 
Carloyn Bryant revealed sixty years later that she 
made it all up. In the middle of the night, Roy Bryant 
and JW Milam stole Till away, “beat him to the point 
of disfigurement, and shot him before tossing his body 
into the Tallahatchie River with a cotton-gin fan 
attached with barbed wire laced to his neck to weigh 
him down” (“Emmett Till’s Death”). The perpetrators 
were tried before an all-White jury and were aquitted. 
His mother later held his funeral, with a surprising 
choice: she wanted the casket to be open so that 
everyone would see what they had done to her child. 
The media coverage exploded, the photos circulated 
and people were outraged. As the Library of Congress 
puts it, “The newspaper coverage and murder trial 


galvanized a generation of young African Americans 
to join the Civil Rights Movement out of fear that such 
an incident could happen to friends, family, or even 
themselves.” It would be in remembrance of Emmett 
Till’s violent end that Rosa Parks refused to give up 
her seat exactly one hundred days after his murder. 
Emmett Till’s death is what sparked, indirectly, the 
Montgomery Bus Boycott, and it is what brought 
Martin Luther King Jr. into the fold. King chose the 
day of his “I Have a Dream” speech such that it would 
fall on the eight anniversary of Emmett Till’s end 
(“Emmett Till’s Death”). 

In the end, even though every individual 
motivation behind the Civil Rights Movement is 
unknowable, the failures of the Reconstruction to 
deliver on its promises; the following decades of state- 
enforced discrimination under Jim Crow, which likely 
killed many thousands; and the effects of Jim Crow, 
namely the lynching of 14-year old Emmett Till and 
also the beginnings of desegregation in the Armed 
Forces and public schools all certainly did their part in 
bringing about some semblance of rights and equality 
for Black Americans. However, the war isn’t won yet, 
and as many recent events show, African Americans, 
and many other minorities, unfortunately still have a 
long way to go before they are treated as the true 
equals of White Americans. 








Top: Emmett Till before his death. Bottom: Till’s disfigured corpse. (“For 
All The World To See.” 
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Today, the National Mall in DC seems fixed and 
permanent, with its dozens of monuments arranged 
across the many acres, but forty years ago, the 
situation was very different. When a contest was 
announced to the public to design a memorial for the 
veterans of Vietnam, the committee received 


thousands of entries. In 1981, Maya Lin’s design was 
selected to honor the tens of thousands of soldiers who 
had died in Vietnam. While many people praised the 
design, there were also those who were critical of it. 
However, the Vietnam Veterans Memorial Wall, with 
its form and design, is a powerful and captivating 
monument to the fallen of the Vietnam War, and the 
living who fought alongside them. 

While it may not be the most stunning feature 
of the National Mall, the Memorial was built with care 
and intention. The Memorial is, instead of being one 
continuous mass, two angled walls, resembling 
retaining walls, tucked into a hill. As Lin explains, 
“The angle was in reality formed with respect to both 
the Lincoln Memorial and the Washington Monument; 
it brings the Vietnam memorial into the architectural 
plan of the Mall, and also brings it into a historical 
context.” The effect of it being sunk into the earth 
slightly is beneficial practically and aesthetically. By 
having only one side, it would be very hard to damage, 
topple or crush the Memorial by any human means. 
Plus, it feels as though the names of the dead are 
carved into the earth itself, everlasting. Now, some 
may criticize the design on account of its color: black. 
To one veteran, Tom Carhart, the black wall is like a 
“black hole” and “a black gash of shame and sorrow, 
hacked into the national visage that is the Mall.” To 
some, black is seen as an evil color, a bad color, and 
they don’t want a memorial to fallen soldiers in a bad 
color. They would prefer it be white, like the other 
great monuments on the Mall. However, black is also 
a color of mourning. The color of mourning at a site 
dedicated to remembering those who died seems apt. 
In addition, the “black gash,” in context of its 
surrounding scenery and landscape, looks nothing like 
a black hole, and is instead “a subtle yet powerful 
statement honoring the memory of those who were 
lost and recognizing the sacrifices of all who served in 
a war in which there was neither victor nor 
vanquished” (Phyllis Corbitt). 

Another criticism some had at the time was, as 
stated by the National Review, that the list of names 
on the walls “makes them individual deaths, not 
deaths in a cause... They might as well have been 
traffic accidents.” However, that is precisely the 
Memorial’s strong suit. By listing only names, it 
erases all divisions of race and rank and gives the 
same amount of respect to every single veteran.[?] 
This is also why the walls are horizontal along the 
ground, so that people can walk all 400 feet and read 
every single name and remember them. After all, this 
is the Veterans Memorial, which ought to be dedicated 


to the men (and women) who died in the fight, and not 
to the fight itself. 

Lastly, Maya Lin’s submission was liked even 
in 1981, despite her not technically being an architect 
yet. As Phyllis Corbitt, the wife of a U.S. Air Force 
officer, writes in response to a New York Times 
opinion article, “Maya Ying Lin's design, chosen 
unanimously by the panel of prominent architects, 
landscape architects, sculptors and a design critic, has 
been widely praised for its eloquence, dignity and 
nobility, which is the message it conveys to me.” 

Maya Lin’s design for the Vietnam Veterans 
Memorial is an appropriate and meaningful way to 
honor the veterans of the Vietnam Wer. It’s angles 
point to the Lincoln Memorial and Washington 
Monument, two landmarks of the National Mall. It’s 
solemn black walls are an appropriate gesture of 
mourning and remembrance. It’s list of every name 
allows for the families and friends of the dead to 
gather together, and it allows anyone to read all 58,320 
names. It is for this careful thought that Lin’s design 
was praised even back then. Since its construction, 
several other memorials have taken to doing 
something similar. The 9/11 Memorial in Manhattan 
lists all the names of the people who died in the towers 
on parapets along the pools. In Montgomery, the 
National Lynching Memorial has hanging steel 
rectangles, on which are inscribed names of the 
hundreds of black people who were lynched. Each of 
these memorials are dedicated to the people who died 
without rhyme or reason, and perhaps, one day, we 
shall not have to build such structures anymore. 


3.2.9 (ID) 

Back in 5th grade, when I had just moved to Rice 
Lake from Minneapolis, I was put into an ESL class 
because my native language isn’t English and they 
were doubting my English abilities. They later 
dropped me just one semester into the year as it 
became apparent my English was actually good. This, 
however, was not the case two years before that when 
I was in 2nd and 3rd grade and had just moved to 
Minneapolis from Pune. In the third grade ESL class, 
everybody was invited to that year’s Thanksgiving 
dinner, as a sort of ‘cultural exchange.’ We don’t 
celebrate Thanksgiving, so I can’t recall why I went, 
but I was mildly surprised when I got there. My family 
is all vegetarian, so when I was presented with, and 
encouraged to take from, a whole table full of meat, I 
just stood there dumbfounded. I took what little 
vegetarian options were there and sat down quietly at 
the table. I ate in silence, the other kids were talking 
among themselves in Spanish. 


I would not consider that as a pleasant 
experience, so when in 9th grade I was invited to the 
International Club’s Thanksgiving dinner, I was more 
than a little hesitant. But I went, bringing a bag of 
potato chips for the potluck and nothing more. The 
others had brought turkey, bread stuffing, a litany of 
snacks, and half a dozen other dishes I hadn’t the 
faintest clue about. I felt so disingenuous, as though I 
was just there to eat free food and leave. But this time 
around, I felt less alone. These were my friends after 
all, I had no excuse not to fraternize. It wasn’t so much 
the exact conversations had, or jokes told, that I liked 
that night. It was the general atmosphere, a feeling 
somewhat resembling belonging. I hope that it was a 
similar feeling for the foreign exchange students who 
were there with us. 

Admittedly, one or two school events don't 
capture my experience with different cultures. Ever 
since I first moved to this country from India with 
only my mom and dad, it’s been a struggle adapting to 
American culture while still somehow maintaining my 
own. However, those Thanksgiving dinners did teach 
me an important thing: that in the end, the minutiae 
are irrelevant. As long as you respect each other’s 
culture and as long as they respect yours, any divisions 
that might have been there vanish and all that’s left is 
a good time of banter between friends. 


3.3.9" (ID) 





Source 1 


In The Way to Rainy Mountain, M. Scott Momaday 
writes about exploring his heritage as a Kiowa as he 
goes through several Kiowa myths, historical context 
and his own personal experience. In the very first 
chapter, we are greeted by the Kiowa creation myth 
and the origin of their name. The three parts of the 
chapter work together to get across that this is about 
their identity as a people, and how it is shaped by 
change. 

In the myth, the Kiowa people emerge into the 
world out of a hollow, presumably somewhere in and 
around Montana. It is from this action, the action of 


coming out the log, that they were first named. In the 
language, the name Kwuda means “coming out.” The 
fact that their name reflects what their thoughts of 
themselves will become relevant later on. 

In the second section, the historical context, 
Momaday introduces a few more names, namely 
Tepda, Gaigwu and Kiowa. Tepda also means “coming 
out” and is thus clearly related to Kwuda. The name 
Gaigwu however refers to the hairstyles of their 
warriors. Traditionally, one side of their heads would 
be shaved, while the other half would be worn in a 
braid. The name itself is from a Comanche word, 
showing that by this point, the Kiowa had already 
migrated south and left their Montana homeland 
behind. As can be seen on the map, this happened 
around the 1700s. It is in the South that they would 
leave behind their old hunter-gatherer ways and take 
up the horse. The last section, Momaday’s personal 
narrative, unfortunately doesn’t add much to the 
meaning as it’s just Momaday describing the beauty of 
the Great Plains. 
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Source 2 


Through this first chapter, Momaday shows how the 
Kiowa identity has been shaped by change. The 
various names they called themselves, the various jobs 
they have had and the various lands they lived in, all 
of these have shaped who the Kiowa are today. Even 
though the Kiowa tribe has few members today, they 
still do their best to keep and pass on their culture and 
their language to future generations. They often have 
summer camps and language fairs to encourage the 
youth. 


4.1.10" (II) 

“The Industrial Revolution and its consequences have 
been a disaster for the human race” is the first 
sentence in the Unabomber’s manifesto. Despite being 
a domestic eco-terrorist who killed several, a part of 
his point is nevertheless relevant. Ever since the 
Industrial Revolution, humans have been pumping 
industrial byproducts into the environment en masse 
without any serious measures to clean them up. One 
particularly notorious byproduct is carbon dioxide, a 
greenhouse gas. When the knowledge that increasing 
greenhouse gases are leading to a global rise in 
temperature and rise in sea levels became public, a 
new wave of denialism sprang up. Just as creationists 
resisted the theory of evolution and anti-vaxxers the 
benefits of vaccines, so too do climate change deniers 
deny the science that the globe is, in fact, getting 
hotter and its consequences will have a long-lasting 
effect on all of us. 


Why is the climate changing? 


When sunlight hits the earth’s surface, some is 
absorbed for a short while and the rest is reflected 
back into space. Without the atmosphere around us, 
Earth would be much, much colder and life would be 
very different. It’s thanks mainly to three gases in the 
atmosphere: water vapor, carbon dioxide and methane. 
For hundreds of millions, these three gases have 
existed at relatively constant and safe rates, regulating 
the temperature. But nearly 200 years ago, humans 
began to dump large amounts of carbon dioxide into 
the atmosphere without any way of sucking it out. 
Because of this, more and more sunlight stays on 
Earth, thus raising the temperature more and more. 


Many of the effects of climate change are obviously 
perceived as negative, such as droughts, wildfires, 
melting glaciers and flooding oceans. But other effects 
tend to go unmentioned. An example from recent 
memory is the polar vortex, among others. Colder 
temperatures and more snowfall in North America 
might seem to refute global warming, but it is really a 
result of the Arctic heating up. Increased temperatures 
have messed with the polar jet stream, and a weaker 
jet stream means that the cold air of the far north is 
more likely to wander out of place, and for example, 
go south. 


Common “Skeptic” Arguments 


The “Skeptics” 


Many climate change deniers like to call themselves 
“skeptics” as this portrays them as not delusional and 
simply curious. This is just another example of how 


global warming denialism is built on contradictory lies 
and patchwork excuses. The site RationalWiki has a 
helpful 5 stage, and a more complicated 13 step, 
“staircase” of denialism. Those who partake in this 
claim that global warming is: 

1. not happening 

2. not caused by humans 

3. not a significant threat 

4. not important, and it’s too late anyways 

5. beneficial 
Their conspiratorial nature flies in the face of Occam’s 
Razor and, for some, borders on the edge of delusion. 
And sometimes these theories are so influential that 
the California Governor’s Office has a whole page 
dedicated to debunking them. Many use deceitful 
techniques such as cherry picking, false equivalences, 
strawmans, and others to make data say whatever they 
want. And of course, each denier is different from the 
last, holds different opinions on each issue and has 
conspiracy theories of their own. The following list is 
meant as a generalization for the majority of 
refutations and is not comprehensive. 


“Water vapor is worse than carbon dioxide!” 


Some groups claim that because carbon dioxide only 
makes up a tiny part of the atmosphere, around 
400ppm, it’s effect must be insignificant. They place 
the blame on water vapor and claim that weather 
models do not take that into account. While it’s true 
that water vapor is more powerful a greenhouse gas 
than CO2, its short life completely negates that. Water 
vapor hangs around for around ten days before 
precipitating as rain or snow. Carbon dioxide, on the 
other hand, can persist for hundreds of years and it’s 
hard to suck out of the atmosphere, meaning that it is 
the primary reason behind global warming. 


“The climate has changed before!” 


When these “skeptics” say that the climate changes 
naturally, what they’re really saying is that they think 
this current climate change isn’t caused by humans. 
It’s true that the earth cycles through periods of cold 
and hot, and ice ages come and go. In nature, the 
balance of greenhouse gases is kept by slow processes 
like mountain building and erosion, but sometimes 
there are periods of exceptional temperatures. We need 
to remember a few things. First, the rate of change 
matters. A study in the journal Nature shows that as 
long as species have enough time to evolve and adapt 
to new climates, it’s fine, but at the rate we’re going, 
it’s simply too fast. Even if we are in the middle of a 
natural warm period (which we are) the rate is simply 
too fast to not be man-made. 
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“There hasn’t been any warming since 1998!” 


This argument has more holes than a block of Swiss 
cheese and is incredibly easy to disprove. First, this 
claim only takes satellite data into account, not 
ground-based measurements, not ocean temperatures 
and, apparently, nothing after the year 1998. It’s true 
that 1998 was the hottest year on record at the time. In 
the past 22 years, however, that record has been 
shattered numerous times and, according to NOAA, 
the top 3 hottest years ever on record have occurred in 
the past five years (2016-2020) alone. 


“Antarctica is gaining ice!” 


In 1998, a paper now retracted was published that 
claimed the MMR vaccine led to autism in children. It 
was eaten up and shared around by anti-vaxxers and it 
was one factor that contributed to the return of 
measles in America. A similar thing happened in 2015, 
when Jay Zwally published a study claiming that the 
gains in East Antarctica offset the losses in the West. 
See, climatologists know that West Antarctica is 
steadily losing ice, but East Antarctica is actually 
gaining it. The real debate within the scientific 
community is whether or not Antarctica as a whole is 
losing mass. Zwally’s claims were doubted by many 
and further studies showed that he was off by at least a 
factor of three, meaning that the whole continent is 
losing ice. In an extraordinary display of cherry 
picking, deniers simply do not bring the point up. In 
addition, the use of this one study to somehow debunk 
climate change falls into the pithole that is the 
existence of Greenland. When taken together, both of 
this planet’s ice sheets are melting rapidly contributing 
to the sea level. 
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“The Sun is actually getting hotter!” 


Although there is some evidence to suggest that the 
sun’s output level could have some effect on the 
earth’s temperature, the correlation between the two 
quickly falls apart after the 1970s, showing that 
increased industry and greenhouse gases are the 
primary reason. This can clearly be shown through 
stratosphere temperatures, which are actually 
decreasing, in contrast to the troposphere. To see the 
kind of temperature changes we’re currently 
experiencing, the Royal Society says that we would 
need some change to the earth’s orbit, but there’s no 
evidence that the orbit is in any way changing. 


Temperature vs Solar Activity 
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“There is no scientific consensus!” 


To pretend that there is either no scientific consensus 
or that it is a conspiracy is tantamount to lying. To 
pretend there is any legitimate, non-astroturfed debate 
over the reality of climate change within the scientific 
community is lying. Over 98% of climatologists agree 
that anthropogenic climate change is causing global 
warming and all of the nasty side-effects that come 
with that. The IPCC has said in its fourth report that 
“There is a very high confidence that the net effect of 
human activities since 1750 has been one of 


warming.” There have been several studies that show 
consistently high agreement. Some might bring up the 
Oregon Petition, but that has long since been 
discredited. In all likelihood, this is a massive case of 
projection: the oil companies that fund think-tanks 
which influence policy are simply accusing their 
enemies (globalists, anti-globalists, leftists, liberals, 
China, Jews, etc) of being the true conspirators, but 
we’ ll look at that later. 


“We should welcome global warming!” 


This argument is a weird one in that it does not reject 
the reality of climate change. It fully accepts that the 
globe is warming and that humans are at fault. The 
problem with this belief is that it ignores all of the 
environmental, agricultural and political damage for 
some economic benefit. If the world warmed enough, 
the far north of Canada and Russia could very well 
become arable, and if the polar ice sheet melts, there 
would be an extremely lucrative trade passage in the 
high north. As Wendover Productions explains, the 
Northwest Passage is a game-changer for global trade. 
The real question at hand is whether we want to 
prioritize the financial gains of a handful of countries 
over the material damage that will be inflicted on 
billions, especially in the global South, as a result of 


climate change. 
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There is another point to bring up: some people think 
that by increasing CO2 in the atmosphere, we’re 
making plants grow better and greener. This might 
make sense at a surface-level glance, but it’s quickly 
disproven. Even if plants manage to survive floods, 
wildfires, and droughts, increased carbon dioxide 
really does nothing to affect the health of plants; only 
extra nitrogen makes them greener. Some, like 
congressman John Shimkus, have argued that we need 
to return to the CO2 levels of Cretaceous times, 
because of... reasons, and has also used Genesis as 





evidence that God will never destroy humanity 
through floods again. These claims are so obviously 
wrong that they frankly do not warrant rebuttals. 


Conspiracy 


Finally, I would like to look at some conspiracy 
theories that some in the climate change denial 
movement believe. One of the primary incidents used 
by deniers as evidence of conspiracy is ‘Climategate’ 
from 2009. “Climategate was a manufactroversy in 
which documents were leaked that seemed to indicate 
a conspiracy to promote global warming among 
climate scientists... if you didn’t understand the 
language of climate science.” In short, emails from the 
Climatic Research Unit were leaked illegally and were 
quote-mined by removing all context. An example of 
this is when Phil Jones wrote “I’ve just completed 
Mike’s Nature trick...” which actually referred to a 
mathematical shortcut, but was taken to mean 
something devious. This controversy has unfortunately 
increased the activities of global warming deniers and 
also creationists, for some reason, in the United States. 
The fact that this happened during the Recession 
didn’t help the public’s conception of climate 
scientists. 

Another classic accusation is that this whole climate 
change thing is somehow a communist plot to take 
over the world. The Conservapedia page for 'Global 
warming’ starts as such: “Anthropogenic global 
warming (AGW) is a liberal theory suggesting that 
human activity is causing the Earth to warm... Leftists 
use this theory as a basis to propose cuts in energy 
production and consumption and to promote de- 
industrialization. (See: Atheism and climate change 
policies). This hoax is also used as a way to sue 
energy companies for billions of dollars, which has 
hurt the value of those companies and their workers.” 
Given the strawman argument, gross 
mischaracterization, tying to religion and complete 
lack of sources, this argument doesn’t even have the 
chance to hold water. 

On the other hand, oil barons and conservative 
organizations (such as the Heartland Institute) actually 
do conspire to spread misinformation. 


Who is behind this? 


Before we get to oil barons funding think-tanks, we 
have to talk about the classic: news media. In his book 
Bullsh*t, John Grant dedicates a whole chapter to the 
topic of climate change denialism, and a specific 
problem he draws attention to is “a complicit media.” 
Since over 98% of scientists agree, you would expect 
them to get 98% of airtime, but no. Some, in an effort 


to appear unbiased and neutral, give equal time to each 
side, even when there’s really no reason to. 
Sometimes, it’s a bit more intentional. Several 
newspapers and cable stations have mounted a “War 
on Science” and Grant gives the example of the editor- 
in-chief of Reuters, Paul Ingrassia, who was a self- 
declared climate skeptic. In the UK and Australia, 
tabloids such as the Mail and Telegraph actively 
misrepresent, lie, attack the IPCC and show scientific 
illiteracy. By feeding this misinformation to those who 
are already misinformed, they increase their clicks or 
views without helping anyone. 

The news companies aren’t the only ones who benefit 
from spreading lies. In short, (mainly) oil companies 
and think-tanks fund shills, sponsor other think-tanks 
and lobby politicians. Shills spread the company’s 
word as truth, think-tanks influence the public over 
policy, and politicians enact policy. Grifters might also 
get involved just because it makes them money. These 
people raise doubt over everything relating to 
combating this crisis: the science, the cost, the need, 
and more. 

These aren’t small enterprises either, a recent estimate 
places the amount of money oil companies alone 
spend on lobbying at around $200 million. Far-right 
“sugar daddies” and fracking billionaires Dan and 
Farris Wilks spend millions on fake university 
PragerU, indoctrinating primarily the youth. When this 
money isn’t spent on policy, it’s spent on demonizing 
the environmentalists, such as mocking and 
demonizing protestors at the recent climate protests. 
One Canadian oil company even managed to sexually 
harass a 16-year-old Greta Thunberg with a sexually 


explicit image. 


Oil Firms Spend Millions On Climate Lobbying 
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There’s a reason that most of the money oil companies 
spend on lobbying is spent on Republicans and not 
Democrats. Even though both parties generally agree a 
lot on foreign policy and many aspects of domestic 
policy, Dems are more environmental and pro- 


government intervention. This is detrimental to said 
fossil fuel companies who would prefer if they were 
allowed to operate unchecked and make the most 
profit. 

As for the think-tanks and independent grifters, who 
usually don’t have the power to buy politicians, they 
buy the masses. 

The only way online content can make money is if the 
viewers pay them directly or through ads. Big names 
such as PragerU, Louder with Crowder, The Daily 
Wire, and others, know this all too well. By appealing 
to the sort of audience that would automatically agree 
with them, such as those that are already conservative, 
the content creator ensures for themself a steady 
income. 

By telling people that their beliefs are already correct 
and anyone who says otherwise is the enemy, they 
reinforce harmful worldviews in their audience and 
line their own pockets. 


Psychology of Denial 


The reason these grifters are so effective is because 
they appeal to their audience’s preconceptions and 
biases. Damian Carrington, a Guardian writer, calls 
these people the "ideological fools.” People who 
recognize the threat posed by, or just the existence of, 
anthropogenic climate change, but refuse to do 
anything. A common thread that pops up in many 
instances, in many articles, is an adherence to free 
market capitalism. The belief that corporations should 
be allowed to do whatever without government 
interference leads people to defend BP, Shell and the 
rest in all of their polluting whilst opposing any 
government action that would be beneficial. Even if 
you yourself don’t own any capital, by being born and 
raised in a free market system, it can be hard to look at 
any alternatives. 

Ideology extends to more than simply politics, though. 
As philosopher Slavoj Zizek defines it, ideology is a 
false consciousness that prevents people from seeing 
how things really are. If you enjoy a cushy life, it can 
be hard to imagine anything else; and if changing the 
way you live in order to combat global warming is 
something that seems impossible, it’s very easy to fall 
into denial. If your job is mining coal, it can be hard to 
see past that, and therefore you reject the benefit of 
renewable resources. 

In his book, Denial: The Unspeakable Truth — or at 
least a newspaper excerpt of his book — Keith Kahn- 
Harris states that “Denialism is not stupidity... Nor is 
it the same as lying... But denialists are people in a 
desperate predicament. It is a very modern 
predicament. Denialism is a post-enlightenment 





phenomenon, a reaction to the 'inconvenience’ of 
many of the findings of modern scholarship.” Denial 
is a very primitive human response to discomfort, a 
reverse ‘out of sight, out of mind.’ At some level, these 
people know that something is wrong with the world, 
but because of their ideology-tinted glasses, they 
cannot bear to face the reality, so they don’t. 

And if that wasn’t bad enough, several psychological 
effects amplify this. People think someone else will 
take care of it and so they don’t have to pay attention. 
People think how other people think, and if your social 
circle is full of other deniers, you will deny too. If the 
people you look up to on the news or in politics doubt 
the science, you are likely to do the same. 


What the Future Holds 


With the advent of the internet, more people are 
exposed to more information than ever. This makes 
formal denialism much more harder, as now anyone 
could simply check for themselves whether what a 
public figure is saying is well-founded or not. In 
response to this, denialism has gone into a stage of 
post-denialism, where there is no orthodoxy. No 
longer are “skeptics” trying to build their own science 
to fit their claims, but they are forgoing science 
altogether. This lack of a standard makes even the 
most far-flung, obviously wrong theory believed by at 
least some. The internet even allows these sorts of 
people to congregate together in their own bubble, 
oblivious to everything outside. In these types of 
circles, one conspiracy leads to another leads to 
another until something as utterly insane as Qanon 
springs up. We do not know how this will affect the 
movement in the future: whether it will fall apart or 
whether it will find more converts in positions of 
government. 

What we do know is that if left unmitigated, this 
scourge of our own doing will cause much suffering in 
every comer of the world and our only hope is to 
come together now and change our ways, no matter 
how much we may not want to. 


4.2.9 (ID) 

Wouldn’t it be nice to feel whatever you wanted? Why 
feel sad when you could be happy? Why feel longing 
when you could be content? Dr Usjko was a genius 
inventor and cognitive scientist. His obsessions with 
the pits of the psyche had illuminated many things and 
brought up many more questions. So, when his wife 
died from complications, Usjko sought to conquer 
himself. He did not bother with immortality, for what 
was life without his love by his side? Instead, he did 
the next best thing and went to build a machine that 


could change one’s mind so as to erase their emotions. 
But will his invention truly make his life better, or will 
it render him a mindless husk? 


4.3.9 (ID) 

Ted Chiang’s “Exhalation” is about a society of robot 
people who discover the secret of their lives. One of 
the themes throughout the book is the power of the 
scientific. Many times, the narrator is shown to have 
an analytic mind and his faith in the method is what 
leads him to conduct an experiment no one else has, at 
the risk of his own life. The scientific method more 
than delivers on this, and then some. Much like how, 
in real life, a single seemingly misplaced minus sign in 
an equation about particle motion led to the discovery 
of antimatter, so too does the narrator’s simple quest to 
figure out why the clocks are speeding up and what it 
has to do with their brains lead him to discovering 
mortality. 

The newfound mortality leads to another 
theme: that life is precious. While at first the 
realization that death is inevitable caused panic in 
society, with violence and denial breaking out, in the 
end, they accept there is no other way. The narrator 
himself changes from this realization. When he first 
found out, he would have nearly killed himself if he 
wasn’t in the bracket. Later, however, he writes “It 
cheers me to imagine that the air that once powered 
me could power others... Our universe might have slid 
into equilibrium emitting nothing more than a quiet 
hiss. The fact that it spawned such plenitude is a 
miracle,” showing that he appreciates the fact that he 
had a chance to be a living being and not simply a puff 
of air from underground. 
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